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INSTALOVE ISLAND 


When my brother tells me he’s going to lose his job as the 
producer of the reality show romance /nstalove Island | 
do what any good sister would do and help him out. 


But what my brother didn’t tell me is that he’s also cast my 
brother’s best friend for this reality show romance. 


He’s the older man this younger woman has been saving 
her first time for...and for the first time he shows me just 
how serious he is about having an island romance with 
me...and more. 


But as the challenges heat up will my brother get hot under 
the collar setting up obstacles designed to eliminate us from 
competition, and eliminate this older man from my life 
forever? 


Or will my brother’s best friend show my brother, and 
millions of people watching at home, that I’m his and he’s 
mine, and that he’s possessed to win this reality show 
romance and show the world, and my brother, that our love 
is real and will last forever. 


*Instalove Island is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger 
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CHAPTER 1 


Isabella 


My heart was beating out of my chest as the sun over French 
Polynesia beat down on my way too pale skin. 


This was not part of the deal. 


| could feel the sweat running down from my forehead and 
underneath the blindfold | had on, but | couldn’t do anything 
about it. 


| felt sunscreen burn my eyes as | held hands with a 
complete stranger in waist high water just off the coast of 
Moorea, a supposedly tranquil island, just a thirty minute 
boat ride from Tahiti. 


“Okay, everyone. Season one. Episode one. Take one. 
Cameras rolling in three... two...one... action!” 


“Welcome to /nstalove Island, where over the next week 
twenty unsuspecting couples will vie for the title of Island 
God and Goddess... all for the chance to win one hundred 
thousand dollars in cold hard cash and prove that their love 
is unbreakable.” 


“Contestants. Are you ready for your first challenge?” 


“Yeah!” a few men roar, but most of the contestants sound 
just as nervous as | feel. 


“Then remove your blindfolds and let’s begin!” 


My hands release from the man’s across from me and | reach 
up for where | expect his face to be, but I’m off by a country 
mile and instead my fingertips find a rock hard chest that 
feels like it’s chiseled in stone. 


Whoa. 


“Sorry,” | say as my hands jerk away but my subconscious 
has them gripping again right away, this time finding his 
shoulder. 


| run my hand along the curve of his shoulder before 
remembering it’s a blindfold I’m looking for and not the 
defined muscles | keep finding. 


| stand up on my tiptoes and my hands come down on his 
lips. They’re fuller than | would expect a man’s to be, yet 
masculine. | don’t know if the intense sun in the middle of 
the South Pacific is making me hallucinate but | immediately 
imagine kissing him. 


But what would | know about that? I’ve had my head stuck 
in books for the last four years working my tail off to get my 
degree, and the only thing that’s touched my lips is copious 
amounts of coffee to keep me awake while | studied formulas 
and theories in the hopes of getting a job. Yeah, so much for 
that idea. 


But | have plenty of ideas about what | want this guy to do 
to me and now | really want to see the face that goes with 
the physique. 


My fingertips move across his cheeks finding the fabric of 
the bandana blindfold and | carefully lift it up just as | feel 
his hands find my bandana as he removes mine as well. 


“What the?” 


It’s pushing one hundred degrees right now yet | feel my 
body completely freeze up...in motion and in temperature. 


A cold chill shoots through me as I recognize the man 
standing in front of me. 


“Isaiah?” 


“Isabella,” he says, but the way it rolls off his lips is more like 
he’s greeting me at the door and | should have brought a 
bottle of wine to this party. There’s not a hint of surprise. 


Did my brother set me up? 


He told me he’d lose his job as producer of Instalove Island if 
he didn’t find a female contestant stat so | begrudgingly 
agreed to help him out. The one thousand dollar 
participation fee and my looming rent payment pretty much 
made up my mind for me. 


But it was just a favor and he promised he’d make sure the 
first challenge was one that would eliminate me, giving mea 
quick holiday on Moorea to try and de-stress about my job 
situation before | had to head back to the real world and 
start job hunting again. 


But as | stare at Isaiah without his shirt on, those muscles 
rippling right in front of me I go into a different kind of 
hunting mode. 


Him. 


I’ve wanted him for as long as | can remember and Eric, my 
brother, is gonna get it for torturing me like this. 


But apparently I’m not the only hunter here right now. 
“Contestants. There are ten three foot by three foot floating 
aluminum platforms around you. If at any time you decide 
you want to end your participation in this challenge just 
jump on one of the platforms and you will be eliminated.” 
The announcer casts a devious smile. 

“But just remember there are only ten platforms and twenty 
couples so if you decide to throw in the towel you best throw 
it in early.” 

“Release the sharks!” 

Wait a second. | didn’t hear him right. 

My eyes dart towards a group of men who together lift what 
appears to be some sort of metal barrier out of the water 

It’s the kind you see at concerts to keep the crowd back, but 
apparently this barrier is designed to keep the sharks in. 

Oh hell no! 


My brother knows I’m terrified of sharks. 


| watched Jaws as a kid and didn’t so much as dip my foot in 
a swimming pool for a decade. 


And when I even hear a mention of Shark Week | get weak in 
the knees. 


“Get me to the platform!” | yell feeling myself 
hyperventilate. 


| turn left then right, my hands coming out of the water 
instinctively as | hold them up over my head. | am not about 
to lose any appendages today! 


“Contestants you are now surrounded by over one hundred 
Blacktip reef sharks...hungry Blacktip reef sharks,” the 
announcer says as a few of the couples go racing for the 
available platforms. 


| spot a platform to my right not more than ten feet away 
and make a move for it, but a couple is already trying to 
balance together on the super small surface area. 


| look left, then behind me. Oh my god, the platforms are 
filling fast. 


“Shark handlers...chum the waters!” the announcers yell. 


And then I go into full-blown anxiety mode and scream out 
at the top of my lungs. 


I’m about to get torn to shreds by a giant, prehistoric killing 
machine. 


CHAPTER 2 


Isaiah 


The knee-deep water is the only thing that prevents me from 
doing a backflip the moment I lay eyes on her 


Eric set me up with his sister. 

I’ve been watching her from a distance for four long years 
now. | had to give her space... give her time, so she could 
get that degree she was so focused on achieving. 


But now that she’s done she’s mine. 


I’ve been trying to hunt her down but Eric wouldn’t cough 
any information. 


I’ve asked in roundabout ways or tried to just wedge my 
requests for information about her into conversations but 
Eric always dismisses it or changes the subject. 


| was tired of waiting and the only reason | signed up for this 
damn show was because Eric needed a male contestant or 
else he’d get fired from his job. 


| accepted but made it known that he owed me big time for 
this. 


And big time meant he was going to have to give me his 
sister's number when this show finished taping. 


But he did better than that. 


He served her up on a silver platter right in front of me. 


The way the sun bounces off the top of the ocean and 
reflects in her eyes is incredible. It adds a second sparkle to 
the one that’s already there. 


And it’s so bright outside, and the water is acting like a giant 
mirror, that she’s lit up like the Fourth of July from every 
angle. 


The second that blindfold comes off | can’t help but take in 
every single curve, every single nuance, and imagine 
running my fingertips all along that silky soft creamy skin of 
hers. 


Damn, how | wish now | would have “accidentally” missed 
when I went for her blindfold. 


| let the woman go first so | could gage how tall she was, 
only to find out this wasn’t some woman...this was the one. 


My woman. 
Suddenly my joy of seeing her in this swimsuit turns to rage 
as | realize that this show is being taped and will be shown 


in households across the country. 


Millions of people will see that body of hers...the body that 
belongs to me. 


| want to grab her and take her underwater with me, only 
our heads above. 


To claim her. To let the rest of the world know right now that 
she’s mine. 


| hear someone yell something about sharks but the words 
don’t process. | don’t care about anything other than her. 


And when | feel a fin brush against my leg | just want to 
reach down and punch the fish in the mouth. 


Wait! 
My eyes move back up to her face and | see terror... fear. 


It’s a sight | never want to see on my woman ’s face and it 
has my mind snapping back to the present. 


My mind becomes hyper alert, filling in the blanks of what in 
the hell’s going on. 


There are makeshift floating devices and most of the 
contestants are diving for them. 


| see Isabella move for one and then another. She's freaking 
out. 


Time to show her what a real man does in a situation like 
this. 


| drop below the water’s surface, my eyes open feeling the 
sting of the saltwater, but | don’t care. 


All | care about is her. 


| move around and behind her and in one motion | perform a 
motion similar to a squat at the gym but there’s no five 
hundred pound weight on my shoulders to lift, only a tiny, 
feminine, beautiful creature that | would go to the ends of 
the earth to protect. 


My thighs flex and my upper body explodes out of the water 
with her on my shoulders. 


“| got you, princess. Just relax on your pedestal and 
everything will be fine.” 


| watch as the cameras zoom in on us as chaos and mayhem 
ensue around us. 


These fools are practically tearing each other apart to get 
aboard one of those tiny platforms. 


But my girl doesn’t need to share a stinking platform with 
anyone. 


She’s got me. Her rock of Gibraltar in the middle of the sea 
and although she may not know it yet...in life. 


“Time!” the announcer yells a few minutes later and a 
proper boat comes in to pick up the contestants. 


All of them but us. | just walk straight through the opening 
in the underwater fence they’ve got set up and onto the 
shore where | carefully set her down underneath the shade 
of a tree. 


“Can we get some water and sunscreen over here.” The 
sound bellows from the pit of my stomach letting the crew 
know it’s a command and not a question. 


I'd do it myself, but I’m not leaving her alone by herself. Not 
now especially...and not ever 


CHAPTER 3 


Isaiah 


| grab Eric by front of the ridiculous Hawaiian shirt he’s got 
on and yank his body to mine. 


| want him to look into my eyes from inches, not feet. 


“What in the fuck were you trying to pull out there? You 
could have gotten her hurt or,” | swallow hard, “worse.” 


My fist tightens on his shirt as | give it, and him, a good 
shake. 


“Relax man. It was all under control. They’re practically 
domesticated.” 


“Are you fucking out of your mind!” 


| lift his entire body off the ground a good six inches before 
moving my hand down quickly so his feet hit the sand hard 
and he gets shaken up. 


“You can’t domesticate a shark you fool.” 


“Calm down. We had shark repellents all over underwater. 
Electropositive stuff. Devices that emit magnetic waves that 
disrupt the shark’s electroreceptors. And the sunscreen we 
gave you all had a product called Anti Shark 100 mixed in. 
It’s eco-friendly and doesn’t harm sharks, fish or wildlife. 
Once it’s released, as it was from your skin, shark’s won’t get 
near for thirty to forty five minutes.” 


“You know Hollywood changes people and it’s changed you. 
Do you realize how ridiculous you sound right now? One of 
those things brushed against me. Imagine what it could 
have done to your sister Your own sistern” | pause. “You 
can take all your electromagnetic stuff and stick it up your 
ass. You put your sister in harm’s way like that again and 
I’m coming for you,” | say shoving Eric back where his butt 
and hands quickly find the sand behind him. 


| go back to my tiny accommodation which is nothing more 
than some sheets of plywood for walls, corrugated metal 
roofing, a concrete floor, all of it held together with two by 
fours. 


I’m still fuming but being by myself for a minute is what | 
need. If not | would have really laid into Eric right now... or 
Isabella. 


But laying into Eric is one thing and laying into his sister is 
something else entirely. 


My anger subsides as | remember how she felt on my 
shoulders. 


| feel my cock harden immediately, throbbing against the 
interior of my trunks. | can feel beads of come already 
forming at the tip as my rod slides around underneath my 
shorts. 


And a second later | see a wet spot seeping through my 
shorts. 


All this sun out here is overloading my body with Vitamin D, 
a precursor of testosterone. And now seeing her? 


I’m so damn close to pulling my cock out right now and 
seeing how these walls look with a fresh coat of cream 
coloring over the top. | Know I'd shoot it that far and hard, 
my body intent on getting her pregnant that | would literally 
shoot my seed like a geyser. 


But unlike her brother, I’m not a jerk off... figuratively or 
literally. 


| lie back on my small bed and stare at that metal ceiling. 
It’s gray and cold and completely uninviting...the exact 
opposite of her. 


My eyes glaze over and my mind leaves the room as | think 
about her and how damn bad | want her. 


And that means, unless Eric tries some more nonsense, 
we're going to win this silly TV show competition and the 
cash that comes with it. 


And then I’m gonna win her, and use that money to put a 
down payment on our first house... which she’s going to fill 
with all my babies. 


CHAPTER 4 


Isabella 


| spent the last few months trying to get a job at places like 
Samsung and Shimano and in a matter of seconds | 
practically get a job in Shamu’s cousin’s stomach. 


Okay, so those sharks weren't that big in hindsight, but 
they’re still sharks for Pete’s sake. 


What was my brother thinking? 


| take another bite of this thing called Poisson cru, my 
nerves calming thanks to the raw fish marinated with lime 
juice and soaked in coconut milk. I’m usually not a big raw 
fish person, but this is so delicious and light that | swear it’s 
practically melting in my mouth. 


But as delicious as it tastes what I really want to get my 
mouth on is him. 


| take a break in-between bites thinking about how his chest 
and shoulders felt when | had my hands on them. It makes 
me want to go back to my dinky accommodation right now 
and touch myself 


But that can’t happen. The walls are paper-thin and the last 
thing | need are the other contestants hearing me scream 
again. 


But this time it would be his name in pleasure, not from a 
fear a sharks. 


And after the way Isaiah went after my brother I’m not sure 
who was the bigger predator out there today... my brother’s 
best friend or those carnivorous ocean creatures. 


“Ma’am, are you Okay?” | feel a hand on my shoulder and 
turn to see a Moorean woman smiling at me. 


“Yes, fine. Thank you,” | say. 


She takes my horizontal glass of coconut milk from the table 
and sits it upright and then quickly wipes up the mess. 


“Oh. Sorry,” | say. 

“It’s okay,” she says with a smile before taking off back 
towards the beach bar where they prepare the food for the 
contestants. 


Did | knock that over? 


| look around and realize I’m the only one in our little 
cafeteria area. There’s just a very light ocean breeze. 


Yeah, | Knocked it over... and didn’t even notice. 
Because all my thoughts are on him. 


If | make it out of this week alive there’s something | have to 
finally do. 


Tell him | can’t wait another day living my life without him 
because he makes me feel more alive than anything else in 
the world. 


CHAPTER 5 


Isaiah 
The next day 


The sound of knocking on our flimsy doors signals it’s time 
to tape day two. 


Last night the island’s tropical climate drenched us with 
rain, keeping everyone inside in their own quarters for the 
night. 


But even if we would have been able to step outside we 
weren’t allowed to intermingle 


Not yet. 


Eric insisted that the first night he wanted to keep everyone 
separate to avoid alliances being formed going into day two. 


| didn’t mind and thought that made the competition fairer. 
But | did mind is what it did to my thoughts and how | 
fought all night to try and get some sleep, not able to see 


her or speak to her. 


But tonight there was apparently some sort of mixer for 
whoever made it through the day. 


We were already down to ten couples from twenty. The 
Shark challenge eliminated half of the contestants. 


And apparently after such an aggressive challenge, and 
maybe because of my words, the competition for today was 
going to be much different. 


It was practically a kid’s game compared to yesterday, but 
just as important. 


The men and women were to split up. Five men sat on one 
side of the table facing five other men. For thirty seconds 
the men on one side would try and get the other side to 
laugh and then vice versa. The three players who cracked 
first were eliminated. 


It was something like a speed dating setup, from what Eric 
told us. 


But | wouldn’t know. The idea of speed dating or anything 
that turns finding the person you’re supposed to live the rest 
of your life with into some sort of factory sounded absolutely 
repulsive to me. 


Especially now, because | know exactly who’s meant for me 
and who I’m meant for. 


She’s mine and I’m hers. And when this competition is over 
the entire world is going to know it...and how unstoppable 
we are in tandem. 


We get set up and I’m on the receiving end of the humor 
first...or at least what’s supposed to be humor 


The guy across from me is making childish faces and bodily 
noises. What the fuck? 


I’m a thirty-year-old grown man, not some child. Bodily 
noises were never funny to me, and even if they had been 


aren't you supposed to grow out of that kind of rubbish in... 
don’t know...junior high? 


This comedy clown realizes he isn’t getting anything from 
me so he tries a different approach. 


Insults. 
But he doesn’t insult me, he insults my woman. 


It’s basically a“ yo momma?” joke, again a juvenile attempt, 
but instead of “yo momma” he goes with “yo girlfriend.” 


And when I reach across the table and grab him by the 
windpipe he realizes real quick that it’s time to grow up. 

And just in case he needed any help | stand, using the entire 
strength of my two hundred and fifty pounds of muscle 
attached to my six foot six inch frame as my outstretched 
arm lifts him clean out of his seat. 


“Daaaaamn!” one of the other contestants yells, just before | 
feel Eric and one of the other cameramen come running over 
and start pawing at me. 


“Apologize,” | say. 


He mumbles something that I can’t really make out, but | 
can already tell he still doesn’t get it. 


“To her, dipshit.” 
| squeeze tighter with my thumb and forefinger leaving a 


little slack in my lower fingers so his head can turn and his 
voice box can move. 


His beet red face turns toward Isabella and he manages to 
cough up an apology that literally saves his life. 


| release him from my grasp and watch as his body drops to 
the ground, his forearms catching the table before his chin. 


He hits the ground coughing and wheezing. 

“Isaiah!” Eric yells and motions over to the tree. 

| walk with him out of the earshot of the other contestants, 
but | know they’ve surely got cameras and microphones on 
us...not that it would make a difference. 

“What in the fuck is wrong with you?” 

“You heard what he said about your sister?” 


“Who cares? They’re just words.” 


“I care. And I’m going to stand up for her. Every. Fucking. 
Time.” 


Eric moves in closer and through gritted teeth he says, 
“There’s a violence clause in the contract. | should kick you 
off.” 


“If you're going to kick me off do it. If not, stop talking 
about it.” 


“Don’t threaten me, Isaiah.” 


“If | was threatening you it would feel like this,” | say 
stepping into him so my forehead touches his. Eric is no 
small guy either It’s how we became such good friends 
when we were kids. We formed the most feared linebacking 


tandem in the history of our state starting with Pop Warner 
football all the way up through high school. 


But apparently protecting his sister isn’t as important as 
protecting the end zone. 


“Step back, Isaiah,” he growls. 


“Or what?” | snarl back. “You throw me off this show and 
when this airs you’re going to have a shit storm on your 
hands. Is this how you let women get treated on your 
watch?” | pause, letting that sink in. “You could learn 
something from me...the difference between right and 
wrong. Or you can toss me, which I don’t want to be here if 
that’s how you’re going to let women be treated, and 
continue on living with your head up your ass when it comes 
to manners.” 


The cameraman grabs Eric and pulls him back, but | know 
it’s all for show. 


“He can’t press charges, boss. It’s in his contract.” 
“It’s in every male’s contract It’s called being a man,” | say. 
“Apparently he never learned that so | had to take him to 


school.” 


Eric and the cameraman walk over underneath a palm tree a 
few yards away and talk about everything. 


Next thing | know we're reshooting the scene but this time 
they’ve got the contestants spread out... way out. 


Ironically it works better | actually helped the show, 
although that was never my intention. 


With everyone on pins and needles and shocked after what 
just happened people aren’t exactly in a smiling mood. 


Everyone except for Isabella that is. 


She flashes me a smile of appreciation in-between rounds to 
which | reply with a nod of my head. 


| was tempted to not even do that. A man should never be 
acknowledged for what he’s supposed to do. He should just 
do it and go on about his business. 


That’s what being a man is all about. 


Especially when what you did, you did for the only woman in 
the world that matters. 


Your woman. 
And that’s exactly what she is. 


Mine. 


CHAPTER 6 


Isabella 


It’s dinnertime and tonight we're having a mixer for all the 
contestants. 


My plate is filled with the pork that’s been slow roasting by 
the fire pit all day. My glass is filled with water as I try and 
stay hydrated after the sun tried to suck it all out of me all 
day. And my ears are filled with something else that will 
feed me in a different way. 


Gossip. 


| came here expecting to get eliminated after the first 
challenge and go home shortly thereafter But the more 
looks | get and the more comments | hear the more | want to 
actually play to win. To win not just because | could really 
use the money but to shut these other girls up. 


At least that’s what I tell myself 
But the real reason is every challenge Isaiah and | win or 
advance through equals more time for the two of us to be 


together. 


For him to see that we can be a really good team, and not 
just in some TV show challenge... but in life. 


“That’s her,” one of the seven remaining female contestants 
says behind my back. 


“We should steal her guy and dump our guys on her and see 
how well she does then,” another says. 


| turn, plate in hand and stare the women down. 


“You're not stealing anything from me. He’s mine and 
together we’re going to be the ones who Steal...the chance 
for either of you to win a damn thing,” | say. 


My words were kind of scrambled at the end and didn’t make 
a lot of sense, but their intensity and the look | gave them 
more than made up for my sentence structure and threat. 

I’m not used to talking to people that way, nor do | want to 
become that kind of person. 


And although | may not speak their language | will speak 
tough bitch if they try and come at my man like that again. 


They flip their hair like catty middle schoolers and walk 
away. So much for a contestant mixer. The only mixing 
that’s about to go on here is this delicious looking pork into 
my beans as soon as | find a place to sit. 


And when | look at the seating area | know that’s not going 
to take long. 


Isaiah is holding his fork in one hand and his upper back is 
hunched over his plate. He looks like a hungry boot camp 
soldier who’s been given one minute to down all his food... 
but the look he’s giving me says his food just might not be 
the only thing he’s hungry for. And I can imagine him 
chowing down on something much, much different. 


Something which moistens immediately when he raises his 
other hand and makes a come hither motion with four 
fingers. 


| feel my pulse skyrocket and my grip on my plate loosen. 
Just as it starts to wobble my fingers tighten on it and | make 
my way over to where Isaiah is like | didn’t almost fumble 
my food right onto the ground, or all over me. 


His eyes follow me as I walk to his table. | feel like I’m 
walking on pins and needles for some reason. | just want to 
impress him and not trip or do something else that makes 
me look like the clumsy goof that I can be at times. 


But when | arrive at his table there’s nothing clumsy about 
the way the chair somehow slides out for me. He must have 
moved it with his foot underneath the table. 


And his eyes move from mine to the chair, followed by a 
head motion, telling me to sit. 


“| see you’re making friends,” he says. 


| want to slap him on the shoulder. His dry sense of humor is 
pretty funny | must admit and it helps me forget about those 
catty bitches. 


“Strategy You know. Keep ‘em close and then when there’s 
a chance to team up with them we’ll show them how much 
they really mean to us.” 


| put my fist across the table as I’ve seen my brother and 
Isaiah do so many times on the sports fields they shared and 
in life. 


Isaiah closes one eye and the eyebrow of the other raises 
high, giving me a very curious look but he brings a light fist 
up and gives me a bump. 


“Teammates,” | say, realizing what | just did was pretty 
awkward and is not going to get him thinking of me ina 
feminine way...or as anything more than his best friend’s 
little sister. 


Although the feeling of his skin on mine, the contrast of his 
huge hand and knuckles against mine, and the spark of 
electricity that | feel every time we touch in any way 
whatsoever sure felt good. 


“Teammates, huh?” he says. 


“That’s what we are, right?” | ask, bringing a forkful of food 
up to my mouth. | can see my own hand is starting to shake 
right in front of my very eyes. | blow on the food and then 
stick it in my mouth, in the hopes that having something 
inside of it will prevent me from putting my foot back in 
there. | feel like I’m stumbling all over my words right now. 
First with those girls and now apparently with him. 


“You know these other couples are couples in real life?” 


“| thought this was just arranged...like a singles island or 
something. Isn’t that why they call it Instalove Island? You 
meet here and you fall in love instantly... or that’s what they 
want | guess.” 


“What they want is ratings. I’m not sure what these other 
people put in their application packages or video interviews 
or whatever they had to do to get on this show, but I’m 
starting to think some of these couples are real couples. 
They weren’t just set up, like us,” he says. 


| keep chewing Knowing | must look like a giraffe with the 
big circular motions my mouth is making, but | don’t want to 
talk yet. I’m still processing all of this. 


“If the show was set up so that these couples are all 
strangers then we'd be eliminated immediately as we’d be 
cheating since we already know each other, right?” 


| can’t wait any longer. 


| swallow my food in one gulp. “What did Eric tell you to get 
you to do the show?” | ask. 


He stares at me saying nothing before shoveling another 
bite of food into his mouth. 


Why didn’t he answer me? 
Why is he stalling? 


“He told me he'd lose his job if he couldn’t find a guy to fill 
the final spot super quick,” he says. 


“That’s what he told me too. The only difference was he 
needed a woman to fill the final female spot.” | pause. “But 
why did it take you so long to answer my question?” 


“Because | thought I was here for one challenge and then I’d 
get eliminated and go back home, which is what | wanted... 
at first. That’s why I don’t know much about this whole 
show, the rules, who knows who and who doesn’t, or 
anything really. I’m guessing most of the couples are set up, 
which would make sense with the whole Instalove Island 
theme, but maybe they put some decoy real couples in there 
for all | know to mix things up and add another layer of 
drama. | guess the people watching at home will know 
things we won't.” 


“At first?” | swallow hard and feel my pulse in my neck. 


“| don’t have the time or interest to do silly shows like this. 
That and I’d never want to get caught on a show like this. | 
could only imagine how confusing it would be to the woman 
that | actually want.” 


“Because she wouldn’t think your advances towards her 
were real?” | say, realizing he’s never made an advance at 
me so he must not be talking about me which takes the wind 
right out of my sails. 

“Not the advances I’d already made, because | haven’t made 
any,” he says and | watch his hand inch closer to mine. “But 
the advances | told myself | was going to make as soon as | 
got back home and saw her face to face.” 

“And what about now?” 

“Now? I don’t have to go all the way home to tell her.” 

“Why is that?” 


“Because she’s here.” 


CHAPTER 7 


Isaiah 
I’m fuming right now. 


Just a second ago I was ready to take her feminine little 
hand in mine and then Eric came out of nowhere and told us 
about our next challenge. 


We get seated in the sand by the beach and watch a 
Polynesian dance of fire. I’m wondering if he’s thinking 
about letting people swing fire around as that sounds like an 
accident waiting to happen. 


And no way am | letting my woman get hurt. 


Just like when | held her up above the water in our first 
challenge, | literally don’t care if a shark rips my legs to 
shreds. l'Il balance on the damn stumps if | have to if it 
means keeping her safe. 


“So, we're down to seven couples and the next challenge 
won’t be fire dancing,” the announcer says and some of the 
contestants seem more let down than they do relieved. 
These people must have no idea how dangerous fire is, but 
as a firefighter | know all too well. 


“But we have something close,” he says. “Bring out the hula 
hoops.” 


The staff brings out seven hula hoops that are made out of 
some sort of flashy glow stick kind of material. I’ve got to 


hand it to him... this looks like it could be a cool challenge 
that involves the history of the islands and more importantly 
one where no one gets hurt. 


“The next challenge is tandem hula hooping for time... but 
there’s a catch.” 


The other contestants gasp as they’ve been trained to do. 
Most of these “reality” shows just hire attractive out of work 
actors who know that extreme emotions equal ratings. I’m 
not here to play those games. 


I’m not here to play any games as a matter of fact. I’m here 
to get Isabella and get out. The sooner we can win this 
thing and get on a flight home, the better Not that | 
wouldn’t enjoy a tropical island vacation with her, but not 
like this. 


“And the catch is that contestants are allowed to swap 
partners for this challenge.” 


What? 

“And if you swap partners there are two options moving 
forward, but you have to choose which one you want before 
hand. The first option is we take the times from each 
member of the original couple and we average them to 
arrive at that couple’s time. The second option is....” 

| see everyone’s hanging onto his words for this one. 


“You can switch partners... for good.” 


Immediately | see a couple of the women jump up and down 
and start clapping their hands. 


“And only the people who want to switch have to agree. If 
your man wants to leave you it’s bye bye, sorry Charlie.” 


Immediately the two women | saw trying to talk to Isabella 
at dinner dart over in our direction. They look me up and 
down and it takes me a second to process what it means. 


“Not in a million years, ladies. I’m with her,” | say looking at 
my Isabella. 


But it gets worse. 


From the position where these girls were originally standing 
you can’t really hear the words I’ve just said. So apparently, 
sensing their women were looking to make a quick change 
the two men make a beeline through the sand running right 
toward Isabella. 


Oh hell no. 


| step in front of her and just as they thought they were 
going to come to a quick stop at her feet, they meet the wall 
that is my chest instead and they both go flying back on 
their asses. 


“So we’re stuck with these clowns still,” one of the women 
says. 


“You can have anybody you want,” Isabella says, “as long as 
it’s not him.” 


She slides in tight and wraps her hands around my arm, 
claiming me in front of the other girls and my already 
inflated chest swells with even more pride. 


Most importantly | like that she’s letting everyone know that 
we're here together...an unbreakable duo. 


And two, she’s inserting that thought, planting that seed, 
that the women can still look for another guy if they want... 
just not me. 


It’s a lot harder in life to build anything or get any kind of 
forward momentum when you’re jumping from one shiny 
object to the next, and Isabella is lightly encouraging to do 
just that...to keep looking for another guy, 


And the way | just sent their guys tumbling backwards just 
adds fuel to the fire. 


And when the girls aren’t able to find anyone to switch with 
the arguing becomes so heated and loud | bet you could 
practically hear it half way across the island. 


And now | know those two couples are already beat. 


All Isabella and | have to do now is enjoy our tandem hula 
hoop. 


And this sounds so sexy and exciting | already know I’m 
about to enjoy it way too much. 


CHAPTER 8 


Isabella 
All the couples draw straws to see who will go in what order. 
We get the longest straw and we go last. 


Even though it doesn’t make sense strategically I’d rather go 
first. I’m dying to do this challenge with him knowing 
there’s no way our bodies won’t touch. 


| want to be trapped inside that little hula hoop with him our 
bodies moving in rhythm like we’re dancing...or something 
else. 


We watch as the first six couples go. Some try various 
strategies that work a bit and others that fail miserably. 


The two girls who briefly tried to steal Isaiah away from me 
have the worst times after every other couple has gone. 


I’m not sure if it’s because of the very visible display of 
anger we’ve witnessed between them and the guys they’re 
with, or because they actually want to lose so they can go 
home and get this over with. 


But either way one thing they didn’t get, nor are the going 
to get, is my man. 


“Okay. Isabella and Isaiah you two are up. You only have to 
beat the two slowest times to advance to tomorrow. That 


means you have to beat a whopping five seconds and you’re 
good to go,” the announcer says. 


“You have to get closer,” the staff member with our hula 
hoops says. “It’s a better shot for the camera and these hula 
hoops are small.” 


Isaiah and | are barely half a foot apart as it is. We both kind 
of give each other a look that says, “if the crewman insists,” 
and we move in even closer. 


Immediately | feel his need press up against me. The thin 
clothes we wear to combat the heat provides little resistance 
to the attack his cock is waging against his own clothes to 
break free. 


And he’s so close to me right now that when the crewman 
brings the hula hoop over the tops of our heads and into 
position there’s no way either of us is breaking free from the 
other. 


“Situated?” he asks in a low voice so the cameras can’t pick 
it up? 


| move closer feeling my nipples pebble just before they 
brush against him, causing that rock hard cock of his to jerk 
against me and | moan softly. 


“Are you Okay?” the crewman asks. 
“Uh huh,” I say “Sorry, must have been something | ate. 
Too spicy you know,” | say before | remember that it was 


sweet and sour pork and not savory. 


The crewman shoots me a raised eyebrow, but quickly 
Shelves the idea. He’s got work to do and so do we. 


And by work | mean we need to work it together and 
advance to the next round. 


“Contestants...are you ready?” the announcer asks. 
Isaiah nods and | can’t help but smile. 


“In three...two...one,” he says and | feel the crewman spin 
the hula hoop around our waists and then his hands pull 
back. He gives us the initial start and then it’s up to you to 
keep it going. 


And when | feel Isaiah’s hips move with mine to the beat of 
the drum that is somewhere nearby | know that’s not going 
to be a problem at all. 


His hips move in an in-and-out circular motion from right to 
left and my hips respond in reverse as of course I’m facing 
him. 


But his ins-and-outs get deeper and deeper to the point I’m 
practically doing slight backbends. 


Suddenly | feel his big hands take my hands as he raises 
them up above my head as we move the plastic circle with 
nothing more than a grinding motion that somehow keeps it 
from falling. 


He moves in closer yet and somehow we’ve gone from hula 
hooping in a Tahitian fire dance sort of way to something 
that resembles way more of a Caribbean salsa type of move 
and then Isaiah shocks me entirely. 


“Lean into me,” he says. 


“What?” 

“Lean into me.” 

“We're already touching,” | say. 

Isaiah has no more time for instruction and takes charge 
himself as he raises his hands higher, lifting my feet clean 


off the ground. 


He leans back at a forty-five degree angle causing my body 
to come to rest on his. 


It’s like his hips are a fulcrum and he’s both balancing me 
and still keeping the hula hoop spinning around us. 


“This guy’s a pro,” | hear someone say. 


“How are we supposed to compete with them?” another 
voice says. 


Then I hear one of those loud bullhorn type things go off and 
Isaiah slowly guides me back down to my feet, allowing my 
body to slowly slide down his the entire descent. 


“Enough guys. You won,” the crewman says grabbing the 
hula hoop which is still spinning. 


“Sorry, we didn’t hear anything,” | say. 
“Didn't hear? We've been calling you for almost a minute.” 
“A minute?” 


“Yeah, what were you doing? Trying to get in the Guinness 
Book of World Records or just rubbing it in the face of the 


other contestants?” 


He lifts the hula hoop up and over our heads and | feel a 
sense of pride that our hula hoop still hasn’t touched the 
ground. 


But oh did Isaiah’s body ever touch mine. 


| turn and catch my brother’s face through the the light of 
the flickering fire nearby. 


He looks completely shocked and | feel my cheeks warm 
immediately. 


I’m not sure if he’s worried l'Il look slutty on TV or 
something, because | don’t have the benefit of seeing what 
just happened the way the camera sees it. 


Or if he saw what | just felt. 
An unbreakable connection to Isaiah. 


“That’s it for tonight, everybody” Eric announces with a 
shocked look still on his face. “The two eliminated couples 
need to come with me. Everyone else can continue the 
mixer for a few more minutes and then it’s time to return to 
your quarters.” 


I’ve got a quarter for my brother all right. A quarter so he 
can call someone who cares. 


| see the look on his face and it doesn’t bother me in the 
slightest. | want Isaiah and he obviously wants me and | 
don’t care what anyone else thinks about it. 


All that matters is him, and our opinions of each other. 


“This way,” | hear Isaiah’s voice and turn to see him ducking 
out of sight by some palm trees. 


| go to him and when I’m close enough he quickly takes me 
by the hand and we hurry off into the night. 


And not into our quarters although it’s very clear that we’re 
very into each other. 


And for the first time in my life I’m hoping the only man I’ve 
ever wanted will get into me. Deep into me. 


CHAPTER 9 


Isaiah 


I’m tired of all these fake dates, or challenges, or whatever 
they want to call them. 


It’s time for a real one with a real woman. My woman for 
real, none of this pretend stuff. 


| lead us through the trees and down to a secluded stretch of 
beach. I’d tried to memorize the layout of the island as best 
| could in the days leading up this visit. 

| had to be ready for a moment just like this. 

“Where are you taking me?” she giggles as we exit the trees 
and then she suddenly sees the empty beach in front of us. 
“Whoa.” 


“I'm taking you away from all that nonsense so we can get 
reacquainted.” 


“Don’t you mean acquainted?” 

ad No.” 

“But we never really sooke or hung out. You were eight 
years older than me so there was this age gap that was too 


great when we were kids.” 


| like how she said was too great, not is too great. 


“Well, first thing...| was eight years older than you, and even 
though some years have gone by, | still am eight years older 
than you.” 


“Very funny,” she says slapping me on the arm. | like her 
playfulness and something about the way she touches me, 
even in fake anger, just gets me rock hard immediately. 


“But for me it’s definitely not acquainted.” | pause ready to 
spill the beans. “Something about you and the way you 
looked when you were ready to go off to college. It was like 
you were older, more mature, more grown up. | just 
immediately saw you in a different way. | mean | barely saw 
you at all until then, but when | saw you when you 
graduated high school all | Knew was | had to see you... more 
and more.” 


“Really?” 

“| swear You were just different.” 

“| was a late bloomer... physically.” 

“I'll admit | wasn’t looking at you like that before, but once it 
happened... yeah, | couldn’t not look and | wasn’t about to 


look away.” 


“Well when you hit your growth spurt late it’s nice to know 
that the right person noticed.” 


“Oh I noticed all right. As I’m sure you noticed when we 
were playing hula hoop.” 


“You don’t play hula hoop, silly But yes, | noticed you 
weren't playing actually. | think you could have taken that 


hula hoop and spun it on your... well the thing you were 
trying to stab me with.” 


“If you think you were in pain, just imagine how much pain | 
was in.” | take a breath. “But it was nothing compared to 
the pain of standing back in the shadows and watching, not 
interfering, while you went to college. | knew you wanted to 
get your degree and | knew if | told you how | felt about you 
there would be no holding back...at least not from my side. 
So | watched and I waited and | became very well 
acquainted with you in my mind...and in my fantasies. But 
now that you’re finished, and that you’re single there’s no 
more waiting.” 


“But what if | had a boyfriend right now?” 


“Why would you have a boyfriend when you could have a 
man? This man,” | say feeling anger at the thought of her 
being with anyone else. Hell, just the idea of her seeing 
anyone else infuriates me. “And why would you waste time 
with a boyfriend when you could have a man who knows 
exactly what he wants, and what he wants is you. And that 
means there’s no need to be boyfriend and girlfriend. No 
need for these trial periods that humans create and then 
men, or technically boys who never grew up, drag out until 
they’re practically forced to get married. Why settle for that 
when you know there’s a man who wants to skip right past 
that trial period because it’s completely unnecessary. | 
know what I want and | want it now.” 


“Just like that?” 
“Exactly like that,” I| say. “Surely you had chances at 


college. | mean universities are almost half male these days 
right?” 


a Yes. n 


“They used to be a majority male but men these days aren't 
stepping up to the plate in life whether that’s personally or 
professionally And what has happened is that women are 
tired of waiting and hoping on a real man to come along and 
lead and take charge as he should. And because those men 
are far and few between these days the ladies of your 
generation, or all generations for that matter, are taking the 
bull by the horns and showing the initiative to go out there 
and get what they want. Just like you did.” 


“That’s not entirely true,” she says. 
“How can that be?” 


“Because if | went after exactly what | wanted then we’d 
have had this conversation four years ago and not now.” 


“That’s why I stayed away. | wanted you to finish first. | saw 
the way you looked at me before college. And | saw the way 
Eric looked at me too. | think he knew, and although what 
goes on between us is really none of his business | did want 
him to know that | wouldn’t get in the way of your 
education.” 


“Did you tell him that?” 


“No. | never even brought it up or the idea that | was 
waiting in the wings for you to finish. Even though it killed 
me knowing you were one of the few women studying 
engineering and that those classes would be full of boys. 
But all | had to do was remind myself that they were exactly 
that... boys, and not men.” 


“And how do you think | felt those four years? | mean you're 
a firefighter for Pete’s sake. | got so jealous one day | 
Googled the things women do to meet firefighters. Before | 
knew it I’d lost half a day of studying reading about women 
who literally put their cats in trees, hang around fire 
stations, intentionally jamb elevators, and even light things 
on fire in their own homes just so fireman will come.” 


“If anyone ever tried that tactic to get my attention it 
certainly didn’t work. | was only thinking of you. And I don’t 
even remember anything remotely near that, which is good 
as it would have been embarrassing to whoever attempted 
it... plus it’s illegal in many cases.” 


| watch her facial expressions and see she’s processing what 
I’ve said. We both completely believe and trust each other, 
but it is odd to think how this attraction has been going on 
for so long without either of us making a move. Four years is 
a very long time. 


“You told me that you agreed to do the show after my 
brother told you he’d lose his job if he couldn’t fill the final 
spot.” 

“That’s true, but that’s not the whole story.” 

“What else is there to know?” 

| take a deep breath. “After he told me he could lose his job | 
still didn’t want to do it. | told him I could get another guy 
from the station...some young guy who would be into it.” 


“But you came anyways?” 


“| agreed to come knowing that as soon as the show was 
over | was going to call in the favor and get him to cough up 


your number.” 
“Why didn’t you just find me on Facebook?” 


“I tried, but | think your profile is locked, or hidden or 
whatever it’s called.” 


“Actually you’re right now that | think about it. I set it that 
way along time ago and forgot all about it.” 


“Which is good, because | know that means guys can’t be 
contacting you out of the blue. I’m not the most 
technologically savvy guy, but I tried to find you on there 
and couldn’t so | figured that meant anyone else maybe say 
someone from one of your classes would have had just as 
difficult a time. Plus that’s not how I’d reach out to you 
anyways. | wanted to call you...to hear your voice. To ask 
you like a man to meet me at a specific place and time so 
you would know it was a date, or at least the meeting to ask 
for one. None of this ‘let’s hang out’ nonsense or what is it 
called these days?” 


“Netflix and chill.” 


“Yeah. That. That’s not how | operate, not that I’ve gone on 
a single date in four years since | saw you in a different light 
for the first time. My mission was always to connect with 
you and then meet face to face as quickly as possible to let 
you know how | felt and why. And when I couldn’t get a hold 
of you after the time | assumed classes finished | had to try 
something else. | even tried to look you up in the phone 
directory.” 


“Those still exist?” 


“Barely And I had a cop friend of mine run your name to try 
and pull any information. Nothing. You don’t have a traffic 
ticket, a mortgage, or apparently even a driver’s license.” 


“Yeah, | just take the bus. It’s cheaper and I can get in extra 
study time.” 


“No more. No more buses. They’re not safe. That entire 
lifestyle, or lack thereof, is gone now. The only reason you'll 
stay up late anymore isn’t to study. It will be because I’m 
keeping you awake.” 


| watch as her lips part before she catches herself and 
shakes her head side to side. “I have to work though. | need 
money. It’s why | came on the show in the first place.” 


“What do you need money for?” 
“To live.” 


“You live with me from now on. You don’t have to lift a finger 
or work if you don’t want to. But if you want a job for 
personal fulfillment you know | won’t stop you. l'Il even buy 
you a computer so you can search when I’m at the station. 
But when | get home, to our home, the laptop closes and 
your lips open as | kiss my women passionately after each 
and every shift.” 


“Passionately because you’re never completely sure you'll 
finish a shift as a firefighter? Sorry to put it like that, but it’s 
something | have to think about. You not coming home, as 
much as | hate thinking it let alone saying it.” 


“Knowing you’re there waiting for me how could | not come 
home.” 


“But you never know.” 


“True, but what | do know is that I’m thirty years old and | 
want you and | want to start a family with you. And at the 
station the guys with families answer a lot less of the risky 
calls. It’s how it works. I’ve answered all the toughest 
assignments, as | should have, up until this point. | was low 
on the totem pole, | was young, fit, assertive and smart, but 
it’s time for a change. And once you have our first baby l'Il 
take a position within the department that’s even less risky.” 


“Have your baby? We...we...we haven’t even kissed yet?” 
“Well it’s time to fix that right here and now,” | say as | pull 


her body in close and my lips come crashing down onto hers 
for the first time. 


CHAPTER 10 


Isabella 


Melting into Isaiah’s big body and arms and feeling his kiss 
is like lying in a California king sized bed and eating the 
tastiest chocolate cake ever. 


It’s not that his lips taste like chocolate, but do they ever 
taste like heaven. 


When we had those goofy laughing challenges yesterday | 
just zoned out and imagined kissing him for the first time. | 
knew that might make me smile but | wouldn’t laugh. But | 
found out it didn’t actually make me smile when | tried it 
yesterday either 


It excited me. Made me feel chills to the thrills | knew this 
moment would provide. And does it ever. 


“Your lips are the sweetest thing I’ve ever tasted,” he says. 
“And city employees get a lot of sweets brought to them.” 


“Thanks, but it doesn’t look like you’ve tasted many,” | say 
running my hand over the part of his thin shirt which is 
covering his abdominals. 


“You're right, but it’s because | always knew there was 
something sweeter and | was waiting for it... for this.” 


“And now that you've tasted it?” 


“Even though | knew it was the sweetest | still wasn’t 
prepared for just how sweet,” he says as he leans back into 
me to sample my sweetness again. 


His hand finds the side of my hair as his fingers slide over 
my scalp causing my head to lean into the gentle pressure 
of his touch. Doing so exposes my neck more on the other 
side and quickly | feel his other hand slide along the side of 
my neck and up under my ear as he now holds my head with 
both of his hands as he kisses me like he wants me just as 
badly as he said he did. 


My back arches and | come up onto my tiptoes as | try and 
get even closer to him. My body presses into him and | want 
us connected in every way, especially the way I’ve been 
saving just for him. 

So many thoughts race through my mind. 

How much I’ve wanted him. 


How long we’ve both waited. 


And the words he’s used like “our home” and “once you have 
our first baby.” 


It’s like the first baby is a foregone conclusion, let alone the 
fact that there will be more. 


And with as turned on as he’s got me right now there’s a 
darn good chance that that baby making is going to start 
real soon...as in tonight. 


| hear a strange noise and | freeze up. 


“What was that?” 


“If it’s what I think it is this perfect night just got that much 
better.” 


“It sounded like a wild animal.” 


“Come with me,” he says taking me by the hand and 
motioning up to the beach. 


“Are you sure?” 


“Positive. | Know what that was. | was reading about it 
before | came. We're in for a treat.” 


| go with cautious optimism but stop dead in my tracks when 
| lay eyes on them. 


It’s a band of white horses walking along the water’s edge 
under the moonlight. 


“Oh my god. It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” | 
say looking up at the moon to confirm that it is indeed full, 
before taking in the sight of those beautiful animals again as 
they casually stroll right towards us. 

“We're going to ride one,” he says. 


“Are you out of your mind?” 


“About you? About this night? About the memory we’re 
about to make? Absolutely.” 


We walk slowly towards the horses not to spook them. 


“Is this safe?” 


“Compared to running into a burning building this is likea 
day at the beach.” 


“We are at the beach,” | laugh. He’s got a good way of 
calming me down. 


“Exactly.” 


He starts petting one of the horses and before | know what’s 
happening he scoops me up and sets me on its back. 


I’ve never felt like more of a princess in my entire life. And 
after he jumps on in front of me it’s like I’ve got my knight, 
my white horse, my moonlit beach...my everything. 

“Don’t worry,” he says. “I can see that they belong to 
someone. Someone is taking care of them. | bet they’re the 
exact horses you can rent to ride on the beach.” 

“The perfect honeymoon picture,” | say. 

“Are you suggesting we come back when that time comes?” 


| smile. 


“Or just skip all the parts before then and start our 
honeymoon right now?” 


“I’m ready to start everything right now,” | say wrapping my 
arms around him as our horse slowly makes its way down the 
beach. 


This is something out of adream. Out of amovie. This 
doesn’t happen in real life. 


The horses move together down the beach and we don’t say 
a word for what seems like a good twenty minutes. We just 
watch and listen as the horses sometimes make little noises 
or movements and even nuzzle their heads into each other 
in such loving and intimate ways. 

“We better get off before we’re too sore for tomorrow.” 

“Do we have to?” 

Isaiah doesn’t say anything for the next minute or so, 
allowing me to take in the last moments of this miracle of 
nature. 

“Ready?” he finally asks. 

“Yeah,” | say softly. 

“Wrap your legs around my waist.” 


“Are you kidding?” 


“We can’t stop them so we're going to have to do a side 
saddle, or a side no saddle more accurately, dismount.” 


“A what?” 


Suddenly | feel his hands reach back as he finds my legs, 
wrapping them around his waist and | instinctively grab 
around his chest and pull my body into his. 


He swings one of his legs over and then we slide down the 
side of the horse as if I’m three years old all over again 
sliding down one of those slides at the park. 


When his feet hit the sand he takes a few quick steps to give 
us some distance from the horse and just then a small wave 
hits us and knocks us onto our sides. 


We're laughing uncontrollably as we lay in the shallow surf, 
wet. But even at night the temperatures and the humidity 
are high and the lukewarm water feels nice against my skin. 


But not nearly as nice as his hand which slides under my 
back as he props up my upper body as | lie underneath him, 
our lips just inches apart. 


Another small wave comes in, but it only washes up a few 
inches and this time we’re prepared... but not to escape it. 


But to embrace it and the wave of passion that crashes 
inside of us as our two lips meet and this time | know there’s 
nothing that can stop us. 


CHAPTER 11 


Isabella 


| feel like Deborah Kerr In From Here To Eternity, except 
there’s one big difference. 


Isaiah puts Burt Lancaster to shame, and Burt is no slouch. 
But my shoulders slouch just after | wrap my hands around 
his neck and he’s lifting my body up and off the sand, his 


grip hard on my ass. 


“You deserve better, but | can’t wait any longer. | need you 
now.” 


“| don’t want to wait. | need you inside me. And this is 
paradise,” | say. 


He stands in the shallow water, the tranquil waves lapping 
at his mid-calves. 


| feel light as a feather as only his hands support my entire 
body weight, but | wrap my legs around him anyways, 
wanting to pull our bodies closer together. 

| grind my pelvis against his as our kiss deepens. 

My back arches and he lifts me higher, placing my breasts in 
line with his face before he moves my shirt out of the way 
and his mouth comes down hard on my bra. 


“Take me. Take me now,” | say. 


| feel one hand leave my ass as he yanks down his shorts, 
underwear and all, causing his dick to press straight up and 
against the fabric that covers my hole. 


With his free hand he unbuttons my shorts and pulls them 
and my panties to mid-thigh. | feel the cool breeze against 
my ass and my pussy and a split second later | feel the head 
of his dick touching my opening. 


“There’s no going back once I’m inside you. You’re mine 
forever then.” 


“I'm already yours. Take me and make me whole.” 


A growl reverberates through his throat, his mouth closed 
but the sound very audible, just before his hand slides back 
to my tailbone and he lowers my body down his pole. 


“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he says. 
| can only reply with a moan and a whimper. 


“You feel so damn good. So perfect. Your pussy was made 
for me and now it’s time to claim it.” 


His pelvis tucks forward as his ass flexes in rhythm as he 
bounces me up and down on his cock, spreading me. | can 
feel the inside of my walls opening for him and all the nerve 
endings that fill me going crazy as they finally get 
stimulated for the first time in my twenty-two years. 


My eyes close and then open as I look over his shoulder as | 
ride him. All | can see are small waves coming toward us 
underneath the giant circle that is a full moon over the 
French Polynesian skyline. 


A minute ago he said | deserve better but as he enters me in 
this wonderland I know I’ve already found the best. 


Him. Anywhere. 


His thrusts increase in speed and depth until | feel myself 
bottoming out at his balls with each thrust. 


As another small knee-high wave washes in I feel a wave 
wash through me and in rhythm, just as it’s about to come 
crashing down onto the shore | feel my own wave breaking. 


“I’m gonna come!” | yell oblivious to anyone or anything 
that might be around us. 


“Come on my cock,” he says. 


“Uh huh,” | say and know I’m no more than a few seconds 
away. 


“Uh,” he grunts and | know he’s close too. 
And then my body stills for a split second before | 
completely unleash my juices on him and immediately | feel 


a geyser erupt inside me as he fills me with his seed. 


His cock jerks wildly as he spews deep inside me and | come 
again, our climaxes simultaneous. 


Another grunt and a growl come from deep within his belly 
before he announces, “| feel lightheaded.” 


“Me too,” | say. 


“You took everything | had inside.” 


“And you filled me with it,” | say as | lean in and kiss him on 
the forehead. 


One hand reaches for the water below us as his other 
Supports me. 


He goes down to a knee and then collapses into the shallow 
water, his dick still inside me as the waters of the South 
Pacific cloak us after the most intense and incredible 
experience of my life 


His hand comes up behind my head and he guides my head 
towards his. 


“Mine,” he says just before we kiss and | feel the warm water 
caress me from behind in a moment that is pure bliss. 


CHAPTER 12 


Isaiah 
The next day 


There’s a knock on my door the next morning and | roll back 
over and try and get some sleep. 


After | claimed Isabella for the first time we walked along the 
beach and shared our hopes and dreams with each other. 
And the best part was that the biggest hope and dream we’d 
had up until that point was exactly that...each other 

But not anymore. 

She was mine now and | was hers. 

Unequivocally. 

And when we got back to our accommodation after watching 
the sun come up together on the beach, we were both 
knackered. 

The knock comes again and | reach for my watch. 

It’s one o'clock already? 

“Let’s go! If you’re not at the filming location in fifteen 
minutes you’re disqualified,” the voice says, which | 


recognize to be Eric’s. 


| pull myself from my bed and quickly run out the door. 


“Well good morning to you too,” he says as | rush past him 
to brush my teeth and take the world’s quickest shower. 


Not five minutes later I’m back inside my quarters dressed 
and ready to go. 


| exit and Eric escorts me to a waiting area and just then | 
see Isabella arriving as well. 


We both look at each other and flash a knowing, 
mischievous smile. 


She comes close to me and | can’t help but want to put my 
arm around her. Wait? Why do I need to hide this? We're 
supposed to be a couple after all, right? 


And then | remember why when | see Eric again. 


It’s so easy to forget these “rules” we’re playing by when all | 
want to do is grab her and carry her off to the beach to enjoy 
the day together away from all these people. 


But we've both signed contracts to participate in this show 
and that’s what we need to do. 


“Contestants, are you ready?” the announcer says. Boy, will 
| ever be glad when I don’t have to hear that guy’s voice 
again. 


“Ready,” we all say together. 


“Today’s challenge is inspired by Paul Gauguin... or should | 
say the nudes of the French post-Impressionist artist who 
lived in French Polynesia at the end of his life and became 
famous for his works here.” 


| swallow hard not liking the sound of this already. 


“Today, each of you will have to pose, completely nude for 
twenty minutes, while the other contestants each make a 
painting of you.” 


There are gasps and even some laughter from the other four 
couples that are left. 


Not us. 


| wrap my arm around my woman tight and pull her in close, 
feeling the warmth of her body against mine is more than 
feeling the direct sunlight at noon in the middle of the 
ocean. 


There’s no way I'd ever lose that and no way I'd share it 
either. 


“What’s the alternative challenge?” | ask. 


Eric had mentioned after the last challenge that going 
forward, and to spice things up, we’d have alternative 
challenges should we decide not to accept the general 
challenge offered to everyone. 


But those alternative challenges would be much worse. 


Eric moves over to a table he has set up off to the side and 
snatches up what appears to be a giant pearl, but of course 
it’s just some kind of replica. | guess it goes with the whole 
Tahitian pearl theme. 


When he brings it over to me I see there’s a hole in the top 
and a bunch of pieces of folded paper inside. 


He gives me a “don’t do it” look and even keeps the pearl a 
good distance from my hand. But there’s no way I’m going 
to heed his warning because there’s no way what’s mine Is 
going to be shared with the world. 

| stick my hand in and pull out a piece of paper and read it. 
“Surf... feahupo'o?” | say. 


“Teahupo'o,” Eric says pursing his lips. The ‘Teahu’ sounds 
like ‘ch-oh’ and the po’o like Po’ as in Edgar Allen ‘Poe’. 


But he didn’t purse his lips due to my common 
mispronunciation. 


“It’s too big out there, Isaiah. Take the painting challenge.” 
“Never.” 


“We didn’t think anyone would actually draw this. We just 
put it in as a joke to make the container look fuller.” 


“What’s a joke is the idea of another man laying his eyes on 
my woman,” I Say. 


“Your woman?” Eric asks. 


We both pause and just stare at each other “That’s what | 
said,” | say forget hiding she is my woman. 


“It’s okay, Isaiah,” Isabella says. “Maybe we weren’t meant 
to advance beyond this point. We already made it pretty 
far” 


When we were catching up last night and sharing our hopes 
and dreams Isabella told me she needed this money as she’s 
been jobless and has no interviews in sight. Plus I want the 
money to put a down payment on our house. Or make the 
first contribution to our child’s 529 College Savings Plan. 


And yes, we are going to have a child...if she’s not pregnant 
already. 


The way her thirsty pussy milked my cock last night | 
wouldn't be surprised if she’s with child already. 


“I'll take the challenge,” | say. 

“It’s dangerous. Pick something else.” 

“He gets what he picked!” one of the other contestants yells. 
“He’s right,” I say. “I chose this one and that’s what I'll do.” 
Eric nods. 


“Okay, but first the painting in case you decide you want to 
change your mind.” 


“I'm telling you | won’t and I don’t want to see any of these 
people with their clothes off. l'II be in my room when you're 
ready for me,” | say and | take Isabella by the hand and walk 
her out of there. 


CHAPTER 13 


Isabella 
The next day 


Last night | could barely sleep. The thought of Isaiah riding 
this huge wave had me scared to death. 


Apparently the swell can be unpredictable and I’m just 
hoping he gets a wave that’s not too big. 


The forecast for today says that it will be ten feet high, but 
the thing is that apparently this wave is very “heavy” and 
breaks very fast. 


And of course right on a coral reef. 


This seems like a Suicide mission, but Isaiah isn’t backing 
out. 


Not to mention two teams were eliminated yesterday from 
the painting challenge so we’re down to only three couples 
left. 


But I’m nervous there won’t be anything left of Isaiah if he 
doesn’t catch that wave properly. 


They had to push the surfing of Teahupo'o forward a day to 
make sure there were emergency medical personnel on hand 
and men on Jet Skis so they could swoop in and grab him in 
between waves in case of danger. 


It all sounded like too much risk to me, but Isaiah promised 
me he'd surfed some as a kid and knew the ins and outs, 
although all | could picture was him getting into something 
that he couldn’t get out of... alive. 


He spent the entire night practicing getting to a standing 
position and also balancing on a wobbly log. Still, that’s 
nothing compared to the real thing and everyone knew it. 


The remaining teams and film crew take a boat from Moorea 
over to Teahupo’o, on the island of Tahiti, and | swear you 
could hear a pin drop from the anxiety in the air. 


Once we’re there they get Isaiah in a life jacket and on the 
back of a Jet Ski where they’re going to “tow” him into the 
wave. Basically he'll be holding a long plastic cord and the 
Jet Ski will pull him like he’s a regular water skier, but 
instead the Jet Ski will whip him into position, helping him 
build enough speed that he couldn’t get from paddling, at 
which point he'll let go of the plastic cord and begin riding 
the world’s most dangerous wave...although thankfully it’s 
not supposed to be “too” dangerous today. 


We get everything situated and we sit in the channel next to 
the wave, our boats safe just out of reach of this massive 
wall of water It’s amazing how nature works...So much 
peace right next to so much mayhem. 


And l'm still going mad in my mind wishing that Isaiah 
would just back out and we could go home. 


But he’s as set on this as he is set on me. 


| think of all the complaints | hear from girls and women 
about their boyfriends and how some guys won’t even do 


things around the house or so much as bring them a glass of 
water when they ask. 


And here’s Isaiah risking his life so that no other man sees 
my body...the body that he says belongs to him. 


It seems like these days with the #freethenipple movement 
and all the “artsy” nude magazines popping up everywhere 
that female nudity isn’t even such a big deal. And in reality 
it shouldn’t be. Naked is natural right? 


But so is jealousy and possessiveness and Isaiah has that in 
Spades when it comes to me. 


And to know that this man will go to the ends of the earth 
not to share me with anyone else shows me how committed 
he is to me over the long term, not that | needed this display 
to prove it to me or anything like that. 


And in a way | feel guilty that there’s no challenge for me to 
do to match the one he’s doing. Sure, I’d never be able to 
do something as physical as this but | don’t think it’s fair 
that he’s risking it all for our team just to advance. 


But as he told me last night he has a gut feeling that our 
“team” is now three. 


It would be incredible to come back from this adventure 
pregnant. After wanting to be with him for so long and then 
for things to just happen this quickly it would have to bea 
miracle. 


But miracles do happen, as I’m learning each and every 
second | spend with him. 


“Surfer is ready,” comes in over the two-way radio in our 
boat and | bring the binoculars up to my eyes and watch as 
the Jet Ski operator waits for the go ahead. 


“Cameras are ready.” 


“Emergency personnel are ready.” And that’s the part that | 
hate hearing as it serves as a reminder. 


| watch as the waves slowly build behind them and suddenly 
the Jet Ski takes off. 


Isaiah is up and riding along the top of the glossy ocean 
surface and then suddenly the Jet Ski peels off going from a 
perpendicular line to the shore to a parallel line as it can’t 
get to the point where the wave breaks. 


But Isaiah does. 


The wave gets bigger and bigger and | watch as Isaiah drops 
in, his board literally losing contact with the water’s surface 
as he free falls a few feet along the wave’s face but keeps 
his balance when his board finds the breaking wave and he 
moves through it. 


“Come on,” | say to myself, with four sets of crossed fingers 
and curled toes. 


And suddenly Isaiah disappears as the wave hollows out and 
forms a pipe. 


“Where is he? Someone rescue him!” | yell, unable to catch 
my breath. 


There’s an eerie silence. 


“Help him!” | yell stomping my feet, when suddenly the 
wave spits him out of the barrel it’s created with the force of 
physics and a rainbow appears just behind him as he rides 
through the exit point of the wave and up and over the edge 
where the wave wraps and he goes airborne before landing 
right in the channel to a ruckus round of applause and 
cheers from everyone, even our competitors. 


Isaiah paddles over to the boat looking like he’s seen a 
ghost. 


| lean down by the edge of the boat and he tosses the 
surfboard onto the deck, pulls himself up, and kisses me 
hard right on the lips in front of everybody. 


| watch as my brother drops his clipboard and begins to 
speak but no words come out. 


It seems my breath wasn’t the only one that Isaiah took 
away. 


CHAPTER 14 


Isaiah 
The next day 


| wake up knowing there are only three couples remaining 
for the one hundred thousand dollar prize. 


All we have to do is withstand another day and we’re that 
much closer. 


And I’m that much closer to having her... forever. 


There’s a chance that today will be our last day. It depends 
on the challenges as always but the real challenge is not 
sneaking off at night and being with her. | tried last night, 
but | noticed they’ve got staff from the show posted outside 
my quarters. 


That kiss | planted right on Isabella’s lips must have put Eric 
on edge, and then he put these clowns here to watch me in 
response. 


| don’t care. It’s only one night I tell myself. Maybe two to 
three tops and then she’s mine forever. l'Il endure the pain 
for a lifetime of pleasure. 


And starting our life together with one hundred grand makes 
the pain that much more bearable. 


But trying to sleep in what amounts to a box with no air 
conditioning with a raging erection is no small task. 


And last night was rough. 


| was still on a high from riding that wave. There was no way 
| wasn’t going to conquer that mountainous wall of water... 
not when it meant losing to some other team. 


No way. 


We're the ultimate couple and I’m going to show the world 
one challenge at a time. 


It’s crazy how these TV shows work. 


If it was any other woman first of all | wouldn’t even be here. 
And then if that challenge came up then there’s no way | 
would have accepted it. 


But challenges like those are something like modern day 
Roman Coliseum challenges where we can show the one and 
only one we want to spend the rest of our life with what 
we're willing to do to be with them. 


And | would do anything for her as | proved yesterday. 


And | don’t care what Eric’s got dreamed up for today. It 
doesn’t matter I'll tackle that with the same calculated 
confidence, although likely appearing to be full of reckless 
abandon, as any of the other challenges. 


| surely look careless to the outside observer or to the people 
who will watch this at home from the comfort and safety of 
their living room couch. 


But it’s very calculated. It’s all part of my plan to show her, 
the world, and her brother that there’s nothing that will 


come between us. 


“Challenge time,” a voice says as three knocks echo from my 
door throughout the hollow-sounding room. 


l'm up and out of bed like a bolt of lightning. 


Not thirty minutes later they’ve got us all lined up and ready 
to go. 


“The next challenge, and possibly the final one, will be 
Tahitian Twister,” the announcer says. 


The crew pull a giant Twister mat in front of us, but instead 
of colors it’s covered with symbols that the French 
Polynesian islands are famous for. 


| do the math on this one and realize real quick that the mat 
is too small and our bodies are going to get too tangled. 


And there’s no way her body gets close to anyone other than 
mine, let alone wrapped up with like two ropes. 


“We'll take the alternate challenge,” | say. 


| feel Isabella nudge me in the ribs. “I’m not watching you 
almost die again,” she says. 


“| don’t remember ever being close to death,” I say. | love 
that she cares about me so much and doesn’t want to see 
me harmed, but I’m aman and danger and play are the 
things a true man lives for as Friedrich Nietzsche once said. 


And l'Il up the ante when it comes to danger when the 
payoff is more time “playing” with her 


“Are you sure?” Eric says and | see that damn evil look 
overtake his face again knowing that this stupid game of 
Twister would be much easier. 


“Completely,” | say. 


| look down at Isabella and watch as her cheeks expand as 
she exhales hard. 


“It’s like you don’t even need me anymore,” she says. 


“I want you more than anything, that’s why I’m doing this 
challenge myself | need to keep my baby’s mother safe 
from harm at all times... even if it’s just Twister” 


She looks at me curiously but the truth in my words is 
unwavering. 


“Okay then,” Eric says. 


“The two other teams will compete in a timed Twister game. 
Whoever holds the longest will win.” Then he pauses. 
“Isaiah and Isabella will go diving for swimming pool rings as 
the alternative challenge. However many minutes the losing 
Twister team achieves before falling is how many rings Isaiah 
and Isabella will have to dive for, secure in their mouths, and 
bring to the surface, in an equal amount of minutes. So if 
the losing Twister team lasts twenty minutes? Isaiah and 
Isabella will have to go twenty minutes and get twenty 
rings...just to tie. Any less in twenty minutes...they lose. 
Any more in twenty minutes...they advance on to tomorrow 
which by definition will be the final day as there will only be 
two teams remaining.” 


Eyes wander as contestants size each other up and 
everyone prepares for what’s at stake. 


“Twister teams, take you positions by the mat.” 


The teams get into position and sure enough, just like | 
thought, not even three minutes into the game and the 
bodies are underneath one another, on top of one another, 
and breasts are brushing against arms, shoulders, and 
practically faces. 


One guy’s face is so close to the butt of the other team’s 
woman | know for sure he could bite her cheek if he wanted 
to. 

Suddenly I start laughing. 

“What is it?” Isabella says. 

“Remember those beans and rice they served us last night?” 


a Yeah. ” 


| motion with my head to the woman who’s butt is in prime 
biting position. “See how corkscrewed her body is?” 


a Yes. n 


“I have to imagine her stomach is pretty twisted in that 
position too. Imagine if those beans and rice decided to 
make their presence felt right about now She could huff 
and puff and blow the competition down.” 


Isabella laughs so hard she literally snorts. When one of the 
guys on the mat looks our way as she grabs me by the arm 
and buries her face in my tricep. 


Things have been so serious lately. It’s great that a little 
childish joke can loosen up the air a little bit. 


Suddenly the guy whips his head back around and his cheek 
slams into the girl’s behind which causes her to wobble. Her 
forearm buckles but she quickly tries to lock it in place, but 
it’s too late. It’s pumped into the chest of another player 
who then rotates back sending him into the hip of the girl to 
his side. 


And then almost right on cue the girl | had pointed out to 
Isabella does break wind. 


“Gross!” the guy says whose face is way too close for 
comfort. 


Her partner laughs and the wobbling and buckling of locked 
elbows and knees continues and suddenly all four bodies 
come crumbling down at once into a big pile. 


| can’t even describe how angry | would be if Isabella’s body 
was in that pile right now Two other guys and two other 
women touching her. 


Hell no. 


| watch as Eric looks at the camera crew and all he can do is 
raise his eyebrows, purse his lips and angle his head to the 
side. 


“We're going to have to review that,” Eric says as the 
contestants pick themselves up off the mat. 


Nearly ten minutes later Eric comes out of the production 
tent and declares that both teams literally hit the mat at the 
same instant. 


Somehow they lasted nine minutes, which means if Isabella 
and I can get ten rings in nine minutes we win the entire 
thing...and the prize money that comes along with it. 


| look at her and she looks at me. We know we're close, but 
we're not there yet. 


And when it comes to her | won’t stop until we’ve made it all 
the way. 


CHAPTER 15 


Isabella 


The entire set heads over to the fenced in area of the water 
where we had our very first challenge with the sharks. 


I’m already imagining how difficult this is going to be 
grabbing all these rings with my teeth and getting them up 
on the platform in time. Thankfully there’s two of us so if we 
can each get five in nine minutes we win the whole kit and 
caboodle. 


But kicking up sand as we swim is going to be an issue. So 
is seeing, although | already see they’re giving us goggles 
for this challenge 


l'm wondering if there are crabs or some animals that live on 
the ocean floor that might be ready to bite our faces. 


Suddenly Twister doesn’t sound so bad, not that it really 
ever did at all. 


But to Isaiah’s possessiveness it was always way too over 
the line. 


“So this is it,” the announcer says. “Ten rings in nine 
minutes for one hundred thousand. Nine rings in nine 
minutes means all three teams advance to tomorrow. And 
anything less than nine means the Twister teams advance 
and you two go home packing.” 


We look at each other and nod as we stand at the water’s 
edge ready to slowly move in and get the rings. | can 
already see their bright colors standing out and know this is 
just a matter of execution. 


“But... this wouldn’t be Instalove Island if we didn’t instantly 
raise the stakes.” The announcer pauses. “Bring in the 
rays!” he says and | watch as one of the barricades is 
removed and three stingrays swim into the contest area. 
“More of Eric’s sadistic b.s.,” Isaiah says. 

“Contestants are you ready?” the announcer says. 

“Not yet,” Isaiah says. He turns to me and places his hands 
on my shoulders, squaring his body up to me and looking 
down at me. It should be hard to take a grown man in 
fluorescent swimming goggles seriously, but not him. 
“You're sitting this one out,” he says. 

“No time to wait,” the announcer says. “In three...” 


“No! We’re so close,” | say. 


“Yes, we are and that’s why I’m going to take us over the 
finish line...together and in one piece.” 


“Two,” the announcer says. 


“You need me. | can get a few and it will make a big 
difference.” 


“One,” the announcer says. 


“You're right | do need you. And that’s why I’m going to get 
them all,” Isaiah says just before his lips come crashing 


down onto mine. 


The bullhorn sounds and Isaiah picks me up and literally 
carries me back to the water setting me down on the shore 
before turning and looking at the clock which already shows 
08:57. 


| watch as his eyes scan the water for the stingrays and he 
takes off in a sprint for the edge diving in headfirst and 
emerging with a ring in-between his teeth. 


“That’s one,” the announcer says as Isaiah swims it over to 
the floating platform and spits it onto the surface. 


He dives deep and | watch his body under the crystal clear 
water’s surface. 


But what I’m really watching are those three stingrays as 
one moves in closer. 


| feel my body shake as one closes in. Isaiah has been under 
for well over fifteen seconds now as the stingray swims right 
over the top of him. 


He just stays still and | know he surely sees it. 


| hold my breath and close my eyes tight for a second and 
just as the stingray passes over him he swims to the surface, 
coughing but managing to keep his teeth locked around ring 
number two which he quickly swims over to the platform. 


My heart beats out of my chest as Isaiah manages to pile up 
eight rings onto the platform at the exact moment the clock 
shows one minute. 


“One minute. One minute remaining,” the announcer says. 


Isaiah dives down and | watch as two stingrays swim right 
past him, he barely makes it and I breath out hard as my 
hands cover my mouth. 


He’s managed to get eight rings in exactly eight minutes but 
the water is getting cloudy now as he been kicking up sand 
the entire time trying to maneuver out of the way of the 
stingrays tail spines. 


He swims farther away from the platform to find clearer 
water where he can locate rings, which he does. 


He grabs a blue one and my mind fills with the idea of a 
baby boy, which makes no sense in this time of intense 
pressure and anxiety. 


| guess I’m thinking about his child because he’s so close to 
death out there. It’s feral, primitive, and only natural. 


“Twenty seconds!” the announcer says as Isaiah spits the 
ring onto the platform. 


If that last ring took forty seconds, and he was averaging a 
full minute per ring there’s no way he'll get another ring in 
twenty seconds. 


But | have faith in him... always. 
Isaiah dives down and all anyone can see is a dart 
underneath the water He must need air. He has to come to 


the surface and swim across, but he doesn’t. 


Suddenly his body turns underwater and he starts swimming 
back to the platform. 


“Ten seconds!” the announcer says. 


| can see his arms reaching like mad as he glides underneath 
the water’s surface closing in on the platform. 


“Five...four..three...” 

Isaiah breaches the surface and in one motion his entire 
upper body finds the platform and his mouth opens and not 
one, but two rings fall right onto the surface. 

“One..time!” the announcer says. 

| jump up and down as Isaiah holds onto the platform. 


“The stingrays,” | Say. 


His weary head turns behind and sees all three stingrays 
coming his way. 


He drops his body into the water and I watch as he uses 
every last bit of power he has remaining to swim to the 
shore. 


When he reaches it he can’t even get out of the water. | 
grab him underneath his armpits and put all my weight into 
my heels and butt as | drag him to complete safety as the 
crew pulls the platform ashore to count the rings. 


“Eleven,” the crew member says to Eric, who then looks at 
the announcer and mouths the world eleven and nods. 


“And with eleven rings in nine minutes the champions of 
Instalove Island are Isaiah and Isabella!” 


| roll Isaiah over onto his back and I jump on top of him. 


His chest is heaving wildly, but somehow a smile overtakes 
his face. 


“We did it,” he gets out in-between gasps for air. 
“You did it,” | say hugging him. 


“We did it. We’re ateam remember. We lift each other up, 
just like you lifted me out of the water to safety.” 


“Finally, no more of Eric’s crazy and dangerous challenges.” 


“We didn’t only win the competition, we beat him. And we 
won each other’s hearts in the process,” he says. 


“You always had mine,” I say “Always.” 


“And | always will,” he says as his hand slowly rises up off 
the sand as he gently cups my jaw as his digits brush 
against my cheek. His hand slides behind my head and he 
brings my face down on his and we kiss hard. The taste of 
the salty seawater mixed with the excitement and 
adrenaline of the moment is intoxicating. 


“How about we get a couple of Hinanos and get outta here,” 
he says, referring to the local beer “We can still get in a 
toast before sunset.” 


“That sounds perfect. Any place in particular where you 
want to take it in from?” 


“| made reservations last night because what good is all the 
money in the world if we can’t enjoy it together” 


“Reservations? What else is there on this island?” 


“Nothing without you, but because you’re here with me? 
Everything.” 


CHAPTER 16 


Isaiah 


“You couldn’t stop us, no matter how hard you tried,” | say 
as | corner Eric sitting underneath some palm trees. 


“You still don’t get it, do you?” 


“Oh, | get it alright. Trying to kill me so I’d leave your sister 
alone. Well, I’ve got news for you. I’m going to pursue her 
like this until | take my last breath...and that includes after | 
put a ring on her finger I’m never going to take her for 
granted and I’m going to come after her with a ferocious 
hunger unlike the world has ever been seen.” 


“Okay, man. That’s my sister.” 
“And now she’s mine.” 
“That was the point all along.” 


| pause shooting him a strange look. | feel my fingers, which 
were balled up in fists, slack a bit as I’m suddenly confused. 


“See the only thing that was stopping the two of you all this 
time was each other Why do you think | brought you on the 
show? Do you think | really needed another couple for the 
competition? Hardly The point was to show you that you 
two were the only ones with this mental block about me 
being in the middle or something. | mean | guess that’s why 
you've been lusting after each other for what? Four years 
now? 


| set up these challenges to show you there’s nothing you 
won't do to be with the other. To make it as obvious to the 
two of you as it was to the rest of us. And just as expected 
you went to the ends of the earth to make her yours. | didn’t 
do anything other than show you two, and the entire world, 
how perfect you are for each other So the winner here is 
everybody, myself included. So you two can finally get 
together and be the couple that you should be and we can 
all get on with our lives.” 


“What? | don’t believe you.” 


“Remember in high school football practice? During two-a- 
days when coach would say motivational stuff like what 
doesn’t kill you makes you stronger? How he preached 
about how doing this tough work together would make the 
bond between all of us so much stronger and literally 
unbreakable? 


Well, think about it. You think if you experience some 
challenge or trouble in your relationship either one of you 
are going to jump at the first sign of stress? Hardly. You’ve 
battled sharks, stingrays, and the most savage wave in the 
world to be together What can come between you now? 
Absolutely nothing. | set up the challenges so you could see 
for yourself, and you delivered with flying colors.” 


| pause trying to size up everything he’s saying. | think 
back to those devilish smiles he would give me just before 
the outlandish challenges. 


“You really think | was going to let the entire world see my 
sister naked? Okay, it would be censored for television, but 
still. No freaking way! And I knew you felt just as strongly 


so | set up the challenge and it played out exactly as | 
thought.” 


“What about that wave. | could have died.” 


“Very unlikely. Injury was probably greater than fifty percent 
but you’re a huge guy who has surfed before. Your body can 
sustain some impact, although | definitely was hoping that 
wouldn’t happen. And your prior surf experience was the 
wildcard that | was hoping would make the whole thing 
successful. And did you ever pull it off. | should thank you 
in advance for the ratings that’s going to bring in by the 
way.” 


“So you did it for the ratings?” 


“| did it for the two of you. | could have had contestants eat 
weird stuff like they used to on Fear Factor That gets 
ratings, but we'll be able to spin a lot of the stuff you did 
into some real fear marketing which should do almost as 
good.” 


“Great so | was just a pawn in your game.” 


“You were a pawn in your own game and you needed to get 
out of your own way and become your king...and make my 
sister your queen in the process. By the way, the one 
hundred thousand was my wedding gift to you. You’re 
welcome.” 


“Wedding gift?” 
“Come on, man. You think | don’t know you after all these 


years? You two will be engaged by the time you land back 
in LA I bet you've got it planned for tonight.” 


| pause not wanting him to read into my body language. 
He’s already said enough because he already knows enough. 


“Not my business and | don’t want to know actually. All I’ve 
got to say is congratulations and good luck. When we get 
back to LA. we'll sit down, have a beer, and laugh about all 
this. But until then I’m staying out of your way and my 
sister's way. Have fun the last couple days here. You two 
have earned it... most importantly with each other.” 


He stands and doesn’t offer me his hand, but pats me on the 
shoulder instead and just walks off. 


Damn. | guess you don’t become a producer on a top TV 
show without reading between the lines of human nature 
more than a little. 


And he read the two of us like open books and then played 
us like fiddles. 


But | can’t be mad because he did it for the benefit of both 
of us. He basically gave us what we both want, which was 
obvious to everyone apparently. 


“You okay,” Isabella says as | feel her arms wrap around my 
waist. 


“Yeah, | think so,” | say. 


“My brother just walked by and he said, ‘Congratulations, 
and have fun.’ It sounded odd and out of place. Do you 
have any idea what he’s talking about?” 


“| do now.” | pause and try not to smile at the elaborate 
game he set up for us to win each other in the end. “I do 
now.” 


CHAPTER 17 


Isabella 


Isaiah takes my hand and walks me down to the beach 
where we rode the horses. | can’t say it’s aS amazing as 
under the moonlight on the back of a white horse, but it is 
pretty incredible. 


We continue walking along for another thirty minutes or so 
as | ask him a few times, “Where are you taking me?” in 
anticipation and excitement. 

But he won't say. 

Until finally we round a corner and | see it. 

“No?” | say. 

“Oh yes,” he says. 

Not twenty minutes later I’m watching fish swim directly 
below me in the glass bottom floor of our over-water 
bungalow at the Sofitel Moorea la Ora Beach Resort. 

“| don’t even want to ask how much this cost,” | say as | 
wiggle my feet against the glass and watch the fish swim 
towards them from below. 

“To rent it cost pieces of paper, or in this case numbers in a 


computer at a bank somewhere. But to experience it with 
the only woman that matters? That’s priceless.” 


| pull my chair up to him and give him a big hug right when 
we hear a knock on the door. 


“Your Hinanos,” the staff member says. 

Not a minute later we’ve got our feet up on the deck as we 
clink bottles as we watch the sun begin its descent into the 
waterline off in the distance. 

The crystal clear lagoon with the white sand beaches and 
the jagged green mountains reaching into the clouds sits 
behind us...while our entire future lies in front of us. 


Being here is to experience the ultimate in French elegance 
and Polynesian comfort. 


| know somewhere in the hotel there is a infinity edged pool, 
but right now the only pool is the one forming in the corner 
of my eye. 

“Are you Okay?” Isaiah says putting his arm around me. 

| get up out of my chair and get in his, curling up in his lap. 
“Yeah, perfect actually,” | say in-between a couple of sniffs. 
“You're not acting perfect.” 

| laugh. “I’m just so overwhelmed by everything... by this... 
by us. It’s literally a dream come true. My dream come 
true.” 

“Well, are you ready to get overwhelmed a little more?” 


Isaiah says as he stands up and carefully sets me back down 
in the chair. 


He moves the chair, with me still in it, over the top of the 
glass bottom. 


“What are you doing?” 


“The way the last light from the setting sun is reflecting off 
the water and up through this glass illuminates you 
perfectly as you should always be. As an angel. My angel.” 


| don’t even have the words to describe how incredible he’s 
making me feel right now. 


And then he takes me higher when he lowers himself to a 
knee. 


He removes a small, black velvet box from his pocket and 
opens it to display an absolutely gorgeous pearl ring. 


“I know engagement rings are normally diamonds, but | also 
know you are absolutely one of a kind...and you deserve a 
one of a kind ring that always reminds us of this island 
where our life first started...together And what better way 
than the pearls that have made French Polynesia famous?” 
he begins. 


“Isabella...my bella..this has been the best time of my life 
because of you. But it’s just the beginning. | want to sip 
wine under the Tuscan sun with you. | want to pop 
champagne at the top of the Eiffel Tower with you. | want to 
bathe with you in tide pools from Fraser Island to Cardiff, 
California. And then do it all over again when we have a 
home full of sons and daughters of our own. And the first 
step towards those dreams start with this dream... you being 
my wife. | promise to love and cherish you more than any 
man ever loved a woman in the history of the world, if you 
will promise to be mine. Will you marry me?” 


| thought | got the tears stopped, but darn it if he didn’t 
make them come right back. 


| nod. “Yes,” | say softly and he takes my hand and slides 
the ring on my finger 


A perfect fit. 


| reach for his face and pull it towards me as we kiss as the 
sun sets in the distance and our beers sit beside us. 


The air will get cooler now and the beers warmer, but none 
of that matters. 


All that matters is each other as he scoops me up and carries 
me to the bed to the sound of the creaking boards beneath 
our feet as the waves wash in under us and waves of love 
wash over us. 


And now that they’re married we both know that those 
waves of passion, respect, and love will do exactly that... 
forever. 


CHAPTER 18 


Isaiah 


The lights from Tahiti are just starting to twinkle off in the 
distance as are the lights from the stars above our bungalow. 


But none shine as bright as the ones in her eyes. 


And to know I’m the one that put them there makes my 
chest swell with pride. 


This secluded setting is perfect for us. The front desk told us 
that this “leaf’ of their accommodations was entirely empty 
for tonight...except for us. 


It’s an extremely rare occurrence and it’s occurred more 
than once to me that means we can do everything we want 
to do, completely uninhibited, until the sun comes up ata 
minimum. 


| lay her down on the white sheets feeling that same hunger 
with which | claimed her the other night in such a romantic 
and passionate way as | stood in the ocean. 


But this is our first time as a couple engaged to be married 
and | want to make love to her and show her everything she 
means to me. | want to take my time and explore every inch 
of her body, and | know | will. 


The only question is can I hold out and do it the first time 
through because right now I’m so damn hard for her | could 
come just thinking about how bad | want to get inside of her. 


“So much for eating first,” she says. 


| stand over the foot of the bed staring at her My woman. 
“Oh I’m going to eat all right. Why don’t you take your 
clothes off and spread those beautiful legs of yours open 
and let me show you just how hungry | am.” 


Her eyes light up and open wider as she quickly slides out of 
her bottoms and tugs her top up over her head as | slide out 
of my shorts and underwear and have my T-shirt off in record 
time, never taking my eyes off her delicious body...the one 
I’m ready to feast on like a hungry wolf 


She unhooks her bra and quickly tosses it to the side, 
freeing her breasts. | can see a tiny mark from the material 
on her and I’m already jealous of the fabric. I’m the only one 
who should mark her. 


Her face, neck and body with my kisses. 

Her globes with a firm smack. 

And her womb with my seed. 

I’m going to run my lips all over her and watch as her body 
reddens from the heat of my touch and the scruffiness of my 
facial hair as it drags along her skin, reminding her of my 
masculinity... not that she’s ever going to forget for the rest 


of her days. 


I’m going to make her feel as feminine as the little flower, 
the butterfly, that she is... always. 


And when she slides out of those pristine white panties my 
thoughts of planting my seed inside my flower and watching 


it grow inside her for nine months until she makes me a 
father overwhelm me. 


| dive head first onto the bed my mouth finding her opening 
and | kiss her cunt hard. 


She moans and her hands immediately come down hard on 
the top of my skull, grabbing my hair and guiding me into 
her hole as | twist and twirl my tongue inside her before 
flicking it up against the bottom of her nub just before my 
mouth moves over the top of it. | cover her clit with my lips 
and suck it in like the real pearl that it is before releasing it 
from my mouth, but keeping it covered by my lips. 


| blow my hot breath against it and then suck in hard, 
feeling it move towards me which causes me to flick it again 
and again and again with the tip of my tongue. 


| place one finger at her opening and slowly slide it inside, 
her pussy just as tight as before as | work myself inside. 


| breathe in deep, inhaling her sweetness from such close 
proximity for the first time. | feel beads of come covering 
my cock as I try to keep my body angled on the bed so my 
dick doesn’t touch her skin, knowing that just the simplest 
of skin to skin contact will have me exploding... because it’s 
her skin...and she is mine. 


As | move a finger in and out of her and lick her clit in circles 
she moans deeply and consistently and | know I’m in the 
right spot. 


But for me her whole body is the right spot. Every part of 
her gets me so fired up that | can barely contain myself. 


But this isn’t about me. This is about her 


Until it becomes about me when she coats my lips with her 
sticky sweetness even more. 


| slide in a second finger finding her gushy spot and | give it 
the come hither it deserves, pulling an orgasm from her my 
ultimate goal. 


And damn am | close. 


The G-spot plus clitoral stimulation is the one two punch 
that’s going to get me the knockout that I’m after. 


| want her head spinning all the way down as she feels like 
she’s falling... and she is. 


More and more in love with me each second and she knows 
I’m always there to catch her. To keep her safe. 


| need to get her to the peak and bring her mind-blowing 
orgasms each and every time. 


When her torso comes flying up off the mattress | know 
that’s exactly what’s about to happen. 


Just as | feel her explode in my mouth her body falls back 
and her thighs lock onto my skull as her fingernails dig into 
my scalp as she twists and turns on the sheets, convulsing 
so hard we literally fall out of the bed. 


But her thighs are locked on me and as we slide across the 
floor, spinning and rolling until we finally still. 


Her thighs release as | drink up the last of her gift and pull 
my head back so I can breathe. 


| look straight down and see the ocean floor, wondering if 
I’m still alive or if something happened to us, I’m dreaming, 
or something beyond my ability of comprehension. 
Suddenly | hear her laugh. “Look where you are,” she says. 


| blink a few times and use the direction of her voice as a 
guide. 


| lift my head up and realize | was facing down into the 
ocean. 


“I was swimming inside you and then when you released me 
all | could see was another kind ocean.” 


“Did you just compare me to the beauty of the ocean?” she 
asks. 


“| would never do that as | wouldn’t want to make the ocean 
even more jealous of you.” 


Her hands tug at my head and | oblige, kissing her softly. 


“Well let’s give that ocean a front row seat into exactly what 
it’s missing,” she says. 


CHAPTER 19 


Isabella 
He scoops me up off the floor and carries me to the balcony. 


| reach up and grab a hold of the thatched roof made of 
coconut palms as | look out to the ocean. 


We have the farthest bungalow from the beach so no one 
can see us from either side. 


| feel his hands on my hips from behind before one comes off 
only for me to feel it again when he brings it down on my 
globe. 


My back arches and | press my ass into his hand, feeling his 
precome covered cock against my skin in the process. 


“I told myself | was going to make love to you first,” he says. 


“We've got all night for that. First | want you to take me,” | 
Say. 


“Take you right here,” he says running two fingers through 
my folds. 


“Right there exactly,” | say just before | feel him pull the two 
fingers from my lips. 


“You know how crazy the taste of you drives me?” 


“AS crazy as | feel when your mouth is on me.” 

He kisses the back of my neck and my eyes close. 

His hand reaches around and he grabs my breast, kneading 
it in-between his thick fingers while his other hand comes 
crashing down on my ass again. 

“Fuck me,” | say, not able to take this any more. 

| hear a hiss as he suck in air through clenched teeth. 

His hand comes off my ass and he grabs his shaft, lining the 
head of his rod up to my opening before running the tip 


through my folds. 


| come up on my tiptoes and then down trying to will his 
dick inside me, but his hips are too fast. 


“Your pussy is hungry for my cock. You need it like my cock 
needs your pussy.” 


“One taste and my pussy was addicted,” | say “Now feed 
my addiction.” 


“Dinner is...served,” he says as his cock thrust inside me. 


My mouth opens wide as | wasn’t as ready for his girth as | 
first thought. 


But as he pulls out slowly and then works his way in even 
more slowly, my walls open for him, every nerve ending 
inside me feeling his size and strength. 


“Faster,” | say. 


His hips pick up their pace and soon | feel his pelvis 
slamming into my ass as he slaps the jiggle he creates each 
and every time until he palms my ass with one hand and 
holds it in place as he moves in and out of me. 


“Fuck, you feel so perfect. | want to feel you come on my 
cock again and again and again.” 


“Oh. Keep talking like that and you’re going to feel an 
explosion,” | say gripping the indigenous roofing tighter as 
he enters me deeper. 


His hand leaves my breast and knifes into my hair tugging it 
back slightly and exposing my neck, which he quickly 
kisses. 


“I’m close,” he says. “I need to fill you. To feed your funnel. 
Fill your fountain that’s going to shoot it’s wetness 
everywhere.” 


“Oh yeah,” I say. “Come in me.” 


“Are you on anything?” he moans into my ear before biting 
my lobe. 


“Only riding on your big cock,” | say causing his teeth to 
release and his hands to grab my hips as his thrusts go into 
overdrive. 


| feel the slapping from his balls disappear knowing they’ve 
pulled up and every muscle in me clenches sending his dick 
into release as he fills me fully as | cream on his cock. 


He angles his hips slightly up as he tries to get even deeper 
inside me as | feel another eruption and then another as my 
pussy grips him like a glove holding him in place while | milk 


him for every last drop of his delicious sperm which I’m 
going to taste soon enough. 


But not until my pussy is done feasting on him. 


His grip on my hips loosens as his hands slide around my 
middle as he hugs me tight from behind. 


| can feel his chest pressing hard against my upper back as 
his lungs desperately try and get the air he needs. 


If he’s anything like me, which I’m guessing he is, he’s 
lightheaded and feeling light as a feather. 


“| need to sit down,” he says as he drops down with his back 
against the hut, his dick still in me as I sit right on his lap 
reverse cowgirl style. 


His arms never release from me as we Stare together across 
the ocean. 


“We're going to go there someday,” he says. 

“Where?” 

“Everywhere. You and me.” 

| turn my neck back and kiss his cheek. 

“Even though | swear when I’m with you it feels like you take 
me more than everywhere. I’ve never felt so alive as | do 
when we're together.” 

“And we're going to feel even more alive when there’s a life 


in here,” | say, taking one of his hands and putting it on my 
stomach. 


“I can hardly wait. To go everywhere together Us. Our 
family First we won the challenges this global game show 
presented us and now we're going to take on the world... as 
we live out our dreams together.” 


“Together,” I say. “Always.” 


“Always. Just like how long l'Il always love you, my bella.” 


EP ILOGUE 


Isabella 
Three years later 


“Ready to watch some Tahitian TV?” | ask our two-year-old 
daughter Isla. 


| move her to the glass bottom portion of our open water 
bungalow and watch as she stares at the fish below. 


| love the idea that our child is watching nature’s TV and not 
the one with fifty-seven channels and nothing on, as Bruce 
Springsteen once famously said. And | think fifty-seven is 
more like five hundred and fifty-seven these days. 


These days, as in this visit to French Polynesia, is a whole lot 
different than the last one. 


It’s crazy to think that we were here three years ago to film 
that goofy show and that Isla is already two now 


And it’s also crazy to think that my brother is in one of the 
other overwater bungalows with his wife who he met when 
we were leaving from Tahiti. | think it was her French accent 
that did him in, but either way it’s really cool that she’s gota 
one-year-old, I’ve got a two-year-old, and the boys both 
found love, officially, right here in this part of the world. 


But this trip we didn’t go to Moorea, as much as we loved it 
there and we will take a day trip there. 


This time we're staying on Bora Bora. | count my lucky stars 
everyday that we’re fortunate enough to be able to do this. 


After we got back to the States when the show finished 
Isaiah immediately put down the down payment on our first 
house just like he said he would. 


We had to be quiet about the results of the show at first 
though, as it didn’t air for quite a few months later But as 
soon as that final episode aired | we moved into the home. 


Okay, technically we moved in just before it went on TV and 
watched it there on the couch. It was so fun eating popcorn 
in a house that had nothing but a couch, and a TV, which we 
had sitting on the floor at the time 


And the minute we won we got so many calls and texts from 
strangers asking if it was true. 


We simply took selfies and sent them back letting them 
know that not only was it true, but we were living together 
now and engaged. 

Talk about surprising your friends. 


“Big fishy,” Isla says as she points at the water below 


“That’s a stingray, honey,” | say. “Whoa. Those things are 
literally everywhere.” 


I’m always surprised by nature and | love seeing Isla’s 
surprise every time she sees something new or experiences 
something for the first time. 


It’s really true... life begins when you have kids. | feel so 
much more complete, womanly, and feminine now with my 
own family. 


And I’ve got the bug. | want so many brothers and sisters for 
Isla to play with. 


But these last couple of years | was establishing myself in 
my profession. 


Isaiah knew someone in the city who was looking for a fire 
protection engineer, and although | wasn’t really qualified, | 
was able to parlay my engineering degree into a starting 
position. I’ve been working my tail off to learn all the 
aspects of engineering as they relate to firefighting and I’m 
at a level now where I’m certified and most importantly 
know my contributions are helping to save lives. 


Just like the little lives that | want to bring more of into this 
world. 


Now that | have a bit of safety and tenure in my position it’s 
time to have another child... at least that’s what Isaiah says. 


He can’t keep his hands off me. He’s thirty-three and I’m 
twenty five now, but he’s hornier for me than a high school 
kid every day and night of the week and | sure am feeling 
my sexual energy peaking a few years early as well. It 
definitely makes for some wild nights...and days...and 
afternoons...and midmornings...and just about any other 
time. 


We've coordinated our schedules where we're able to share 
a lot of time off and also overlap our schedules so that Isla 
doesn’t have to ever have a babysitter Isaiah insists that 
mom and dad will be the only ones that will ever raise her. 


| hear a thud on the wood floor and | jump. 


“Fishy!” Isla says as some big, slimy fish slides across the 
floor. 


“Our dinner plans are set,” Isaiah says as he squats down 
and give me a big kiss and then Isla. 


“Did you catch fish, dad?” 

“| sure did. Caught it just for you,” Isaiah says. 

“For me?” 

“Yep. Wanna name him?” 

“Okay,” she says. 

“Isaiah, is this a good idea?” 

“What? Naming her dinner?” 

| cringe a bit and then can’t help but laugh at the irony. | do 
feel sad for the fish, but | know Isaiah will prepare it in as 
humane a way as possible. He spends a lot of time with Isla 
at the dog parks back home and also teaching her how to 


get along, interact with, and respect animals. 


But she does need some protein in her diet and it’s hard to 
pass up fresh fish caught in this beautiful environment. 


“Okay, my ladies. Let daddy go prepare this and we'll have 
dinner soon. You won’t even need to put your shoes on.” 


a Dad?” 


“What, baby,” Isaiah says picking up the fish. 

“| didn’t give him a name.” 

“Oh, right. Did you decide?” 

She nods her little head. 

“Okay, I’m ready.” 

“Charlie.” 

“Charlie? Like Charlie Brown?” 

She shakes her head. “No, silly. Like Charlie the Tuna.” 


“Good one!” Isaiah says and extends his palm which she 
greets with a big high five. 


“Did you two talk about that?” he asks me in a hushed voice. 
“No. She just reads everything.” 

“Even tuna cans?” 

“She must have gotten in the pantry.” 

“Yeah, it was in the pantry,” she says. 

“You can hear us?” Isaiah asks. 


“Of course. We’re all right here. Mommy, daddy, Charlie and 
me,” she says. 


“We really need to get one of those cameras that’s always 
recording,” Isaiah says. 


“| totally agree. She’s too cute and making too many 
memories every second.” 


“lam cute,” she says as she turns her head to the side and 
clasps her hands together between her legs looking coy. 


“And you’re also salty from the ocean. Time to get you 
cleaned up for dinner,” | say. 


“But not my feet. Daddy said no shoes.” 
“Daddy did say no shoes, but he didn’t say dirty feet,” | say 
as Isaiah kisses me, quickly cleans up the fishy part of the 


floor, and then walks out of our bungalow to prepare dinner. 


| carry our girl to the showers realizing she’s gonna be too 
big to carry one of these days real soon. 


And I think about what Isaiah said about no shoes. We won 
that game show three years ago, but when we got each 
other we really won in the game of life. 

Sunsets over the South Pacific? Check. 

Dinner barefoot? Check. 

A daughter we love more than anything? Checkmate. 

And those are just the layers of icing on the cake, which 


reminds me the French bakery on the island will be by soon 
with our surprise anniversary cake. 


What a day. He catches the meal and | order a French 
chocolate cake. 


To eat as a family... barefoot in the sand as we enjoy life, and 
most importantly each other’s company, together under the 
stars over the South Pacific. 


Together. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Isaiah 
Seven more years later 


| watch her sleep peacefully and damn do I ever want to 
wake her up and tell her how beautiful she looks. 


But that would be redundant because she’s beautiful all the 
time and | love telling her all the time. 


And l'm going to get a chance in exactly one minute. 
| look at the clock on my phone. 11:59. 


Once it turns to 12:00 we've been officially married ten 
years, 


And does it ever seem like it was just yesterday. The time is 
flying by so fast. | wish | could slow it down and just get to 
watch Isla, Iris, lan, and Isaac grow up a bit slower, but that’s 
not the way it works. 


Thankfully we did get those all the time recording cameras 
and every year | give the footage to some tech guy at work 
and give him a few hundred bucks to edit together a family 
movie for us. 


Of course | make him do all the work at the office, after 
hours, where it’s not logged. No way am | allowing someone 
to get our intimate home videos in their possession. 


I'd do the video myself but if | did that would mean less time 
with my family and I’d never go for that. 


The clock shows 12:00 and I quickly kiss my beautiful wife 
on her forehead. God, her skin is so creamy, feminine, and 
perfect. 

“Everything okay?” she says. “Kids okay?” 


“Even only fifty percent awake you’re still always one 
hundred percent beautiful.” 


“Even with eye boogers, mouth drool, and earwax?” 
“Talk dirty to me, girl.” 


“Gross!” she says slapping me but laughing too. “Why are 
we awake?” 


“Happy anniversary!” | say kissing her again. 
“Happy anniversary. Let’s celebrate in the morning.” 


“It’s already well past morning where we’re headed. Hurry, 
we have to get up,” | say jumping out of bed. 


“Am | hallucinating or have you lost your mind?” 
“Probably both, and both for quite some time now.” 
She laughs so hard she coughs as she sits up in bed. 
“You're really getting ready.” 


“Yeah, let’s go!” 


“Where?” 

“Come on kids!” | yell, banging the wooden spoon around in 
a pot. I’d snuck both under the bed before we went to sleep 
so I’d be prepared. 


| run to the kids’ rooms and get them up. 


Everyone is still kind of in a fog as we gather in the living 
room. 


“Uber’s here,” | say. 


“Isaiah? What the heck? Have you really lost your mind? 
Where are we going?” 


“| lost my mind over you years ago and it’s my favorite time 
of the year...time to celebrate it all over again.” 


“Please fill me in.” 


“Hurry, Uber’s here. Everybody in and l'II fill you in in the 
Car.” 


| get everybody outside and in the Uber and then ask him to 
pop the trunk. He gives me an awkward eye as there’s 
nothing ready to be loaded. 


But as soon as he does I run back inside and grab the 
suitcases Il’d packed for each of us and throw them in the 
trunk. 


“Where are we going dad?” Isaac asks. 


“Well, son,” | say looking at my beautiful wife. “When you’re 
married ten years you’re supposed to give the gift of tin or 
aluminum. Those don’t sound particularly exciting to be 
honest, unless Isla is still on her tin can kick from Bora 
Bora.” 


“Huh?” she says. 


“You were a big Charlie the Tuna fan at that time. Just stick 
with me.” 


| clear my throat. 

“So...there’s a place called...drumroll please,” | say banging 
on the dashboard. “Tin Can Bay. And when | married your 
mother | told her | wanted to bathe with her in the tide pools 
from Fraser Island to Cardiff, California. Well, guess what’s 
on the southern tip of Fraser Island? Tin Can Bay.” 

“Wait? We’re going to...” 


“Yep! Australia, mate!” | say. 


The kids start freaking out and high fiving each other and 
Isabella gives me a big kiss. 


“Looks like everybody’s awake now. And happy to be up 
too,” | say. 


“Wow, bro. You’re like the dad of the year or something,” the 
Uber driver says. 


“It’s easy when you love your family as much | do.” 


“I love my family too, man, but we ain’t going to Australia.” 


“It’s not the destination, my brother It’s the journey... and 
who you take it with.” 


“Amen to that,” he says as he offers me a fist which | bump. 
“But | gotta say. I’d much rather be taking a journey to 
Australia than the journey | got planned for after | drop you 
off at LA X....to pick up diapers, pickles, and 
marshmallows.” 


“She’s pregnant again?” | ask. 
“How'd you know?” 
“The pickles and marshmallows craving. Gave you way.” 


The driver laughs, and I’m enjoying our fun talk but the 
truth is there’s no way anyone is taking my place on this 
journey or any other in this lifetime... not when it involves 
my family. 


Because that’s what life’s all about and | can’t wait to add 
our new adventures to this year’s video. Every year | try and 
top the one before and I’m feeling really good about this 
trip. 


The flight to Brisbane, or Brizvegas or Brisneyland as the 
locals jokingly call it as everything used to close early and it 
had a small town feel to it, is going to be long but it’s going 
to be worth it. 


Not to mention we’ve been married for ten years and we've 
still never joined the mile high club. 


| figure that means we have to join it no less than ten times 
this journey to make up for lost time 


But no matter what happens with my wife and our kids | 
know we're all going to have the time of our lives. 


Because we always do when we're together, which is most of 
the time. 


Because | make sure of it. 


Making sure my kids see firsthand the most important thing 
in life is family, and our family bond is unbreakable. 


It may have started out on “Instalove Island” but it’s ten 
years and it’s taking us to Fraser Island and instantly | 
remember just how lucky | am to be in love with the most 
amazing woman in the world. 

Her. 

“| love you,” | say. 

“| love you,” she says as she leans forward from the back 
seat and her lips meet mine and it feels like the first time all 
over again. 

Just like on Instalove Island. 


And just like how it’s always going to be. 


Forever. 
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